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BOOK I. 


CHAP. L 


The Extellencies and Perfeftions of the glotious King;the 
Lord FE HOV AH, diſcovered : al bewing how be 
had but one Son, the expreſs Image of the Father, 
the delight and joy of his Heart , and of the glorious 
and eternal Deſign of this moſt High and Everlaſting 
ZFEHOV AH to diſpoſe of his Son in Marriages 
Moreover, how the matter was propounded by the F a= 
ther.and whom be had choſe to be the intended Spouſes 
S bewing alſo how the Prince readily conſented to the - 7 

»% Propoſal , and of his firſt grand and glorious At= 
chievements in order to the Accompliſhment of this 


happy Deſign: FE 


N the fair Regions of approachleſs Light, 
Where unmixt Joys with pertcct Love unite 5 
- Where youth n'cre walts,nor Beauty evertades, 
Where no difeaſe, nor paining-grict, invades 3 

There rcigns,and long hath reign'd, a mighty Kingy 
From whom all Honours, and all Riches ſpring 3 
His vaſt Dominions rcach trom Pole to Pole, 

No Realm nor Nation but 1 could conttoul 3. 


"  _ 
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'28 Chriſt the expreſs Image wu<<.. _.. 


So great his Pow'r, there never yet could be, 

An abſolute Monarchin the World but he. 

What &'rc ſeem'd good to him, he freely did, 

And nothing from his piercing Eye was hid. 

To him the mighty Nimrods all did Bow, 

And none durlt boldly quctiions What doſt Thou ? 


. Juſtice and Wiſdom waitcd on his Throne, 


And through the World his Clemency was kaown: 
His Glory fo Illuſtrivus and Briyht, 
It ſparkled forth, anddazlcd Mortals ſizht, 
Immenſe his Bcing 3 tor in cvery Land 
He preſent was, and by cach Soul did ſtand. 
No Spies he needed tor Intelligence 
In Forcign parts, to bring him Tydings thence. 
And vain to hin! was Court-diſſemblcrs Art, 
He ſaw each corncr of the {ubticlt heart, 
View'd acts unborn.,and plain diſcovcrics wrought 
E're labouring, Fancy oncc could mould a Thought; 
Bcheld mens minds clcarly. as were their taces, 
And uncontain'd, at once did fil1 all Places 3 
His awtul frown could make the Mountains ſhake, 
And Stourcli hearts of Haughty Irinccs quake, 
All things were his, who did them firtt compoſe, 
Ard by his wiſdom doth them tiill diſpoſe 3 C 
To fcrve his Fricnds,and todetiroy his Focs, 
His Azure Throne with Holincls is ſpread, 
The pure in hcart alone his Court may tread 3 
No vitious Gallant, Proud, Impcrious, Vain, ' 
In Court, nor Kingdom will he entertain, 

He's) 


4A 
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{ Who cvcr did behold him in his ſight: 


& 
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' 


Chap. 1. of the Father. 1 

He's th* eflence of true Vertue, ſpotleſs, pure, 

And no ungodly one can he endure. 

No wicked perſon to him dares draw nigh, 

Though ne're ſo Rich, ſo Mighty, or ſo High 3 

'Tis Rightcoufnels his bleſſed Throne maintains; 

Who all Injuſtice utterly diſdains 

Nay, Holineſs doth this great Soveraigne cloath, 

And \uch as weare it not, his Soul doth loath. 

But above all the Glorics which did wait 

Upon this High and Pcerleſs Potentate : 

His Pity did the moſt tranſcendent prove, 

Matchlcſs his Power, but greater (till his Love 3 

Such bowcls of Compaſſion ne*re were known, 

Nor &rc ſuch proofs of vaſt Aﬀection ſhown; 

His kindneſs beyond all that Pen can write, 

Or Heart conceive, or nimblelt Brain indite. | 

This Sovercign Love our wond'rous Subje& brings, 

Our Hiltry from thoſe melting Ardours ſprings- 
For this great King, had a molt lovely Son, 

And had indeed no more ſave only one, 

Who was begotten by him, and brought forth 

E're Heav'ns blew curtains did ſurround the Earthz 

Before the World's foundations yet were laid, 

Times glaſs turn'd up, or the Sun's courle diſplaid; 

This Prince was brought up with him, and did lye, 

In his dear Bofom from Eternity. 

He was his only Joy, and hearts dclight, 


And as he made his Father's heart moſt glad, 
He was fole Heir to all the Father had 3 


B 2 Wha 


en hn 


The Counſel Book 1I. 


Who freely gave all things into his Hand, 


And made him Rulcr over cvery Land, | 
Deſigning 1H] to raiſe his Digoity | 
Above cach Earthly Prince, or Monarchy, 

And him intitle with a glorious Name, 


| Which none of all the Heav'nly Holt dareclaim. 


What glory is there in cach Scraphim ! 
Yet muſt they all do Homage unto him 3 


; The Cherubims likewiſe muſt all ſubmit, 


And humbly worſhip at his Royal Feet, 
With trembling Revercnce 3 for he duth bear 


F The exn:cis Image of his Fathcr dear 3 


And his Majcltick Glory doth untold, 
Too' right tor any creature to behold, c 


/ Untill transform'd into an Heav? nly mould. 


' Thc Luſtre ot his Face, the lovelinc(s 


Of compleat Beauty, and ot Holinets, 
His Pcr{onal Sweetnel(s, and Pcrtcctions rare, 


' No tongue of men, or Angels, can declare : 


For, *tis rccorded by unciring Pen, 
He fairer was than all the Sons of men. 


Which in its proper place will more appear : 
| Eut mind at preient what doth follow here. 


This mighty King, whoſe Glorics thus did ſhine, 


' Had long on foot a very great Dctiyn, 


Which was, in Marriage todiſpolc this Son, 
The blcNedit Work that cver could be done : 
This Scciet then to him he does diſcloſe, 

And whom tor him hc had alrcady choc, 


Tells 


Chap. 1. between Father and Son, «+ 


Tells himthe way, and means, whereby to bring” 
About this ſtrange and molt important thing 3 
What he muſt do 3 and all things doth declare: 
To which the Son doth lend attentive car, 

Who never did his Father diſobey, 

Nor him diſpleaſe, would nor in this {ay nay 
But (traight-way ſhew'd with joy & cheartul mind , 
He was that way himſelt long time inclin'd ; 

For with a Heav'nly ſmile he made reply, 

That Creature is the Jewel of mine eye. 

Great King of Kings, thy Sacred Sovereign Will 
With greatel(t Joy I'm ready to tullhl, 

My heart's inflam'd with love, and will be pain'd 
Till ſhe for my imbraces He obtain'd. 

With ſecret tranſports long have I delign'd 

That happy Match in wy Eternal Mind, 

To people witha new ana hvly Race 

Th Immortal Mantions of this Glorious Place, 
Such is the Love which unto. her I have, 

"Tis ltrong as Death, and latts bcyond the Grave. 
Where C're the be (tor wel! I underltand 

She's ſpirited of late to a {irange Land) 

Wingcd with Love I'lc ſearch the World about, 
And leave no place unſfought to hnd her out. 

It any roedoth Captive her detain, 

Flebe her Kkeſcuc, and knock off her Chain : 

Or, it halt ſtifled, ſhe in Priſon lye, 

I'le break the Bars, and pive her liberty. 

I will rctuſe no Labour, nor no pain, 


| Thee (dearclt Soul!) into my Arms to gain, 
B3 Such 


o "> 


6 Chriſt accepts the Fathers Propoſal. Book I, 
F Such was this Prince's love, and now tis fit 


We tell you who the obje& was of it. 


Within the Limits ofthe Holy Land, 

Whoſe Glory once ſhone forth on every hand 3 
And near the Borders of rare Havelah, 
Where Creaturcs of cach kind fhr(t breath did draw 
Where Piſon's ſtreams with Expbrates did mcet 3 
Where did abound all Joy and Comfort ſweet, 
Without the leaſt perplexity or wo 3 
Where Bdellum and the Onyx Stone did grow 5 
Did a molt choice and lovely Garden lye, 
Renowned much for its antiquity : 
For Sacrcd Story has proclaim d its name, 
Ard rais'd up Trophies to 'its laſting famc. 
Within that Garden dwelt in Ancicnt time 
A very lovely Creature in her Prime, 
Mirror of Beauty, and the World's chict glory, 
W hoſc rare compoſure did out-vy all Story : 
Fair as the Lilly, ere rude hands have toucht it ; 
Or ſnow untaPn. betore the Earth hath ſmucht it : 
The pcrte&it work which wondring Heav'n could 
Of Nature's Volumn, bleſt Epitome 3 (ce, 
Her glorious Beauty, and Admircd Worth, | 
What mortal tongue is able to {ct forth ? 
Truc Vcrtue was the Object of her will, 
There was no (tain in her, no Feature ill, 
No ſcarr, nor blemiſh, ſeen in any part 3 
Her Judgmcnt uncorrupt, and purc her Heart 5 

| Hex 


| Chap. 1,  Eden's Foy. 


Her thoughts were noble,words moſt wiſe,not laviſh 


} Her natural ſweetneſs was enough to raviſh 

” All that beheld her 3 trom her ſparkling Eye, 
Athouſand Charms, a thouſand Graces fly : 
No evill paſſion harbour'd in her breaſt, | 
Or with bold Mutinics ditturb d her reſt ; C 
For what's not borne zet,nceds not be reprett. ). 
Hcr Lincage Noble, of ſuch high degree, 
None e're could boaſt a greater Pedigree : 

A Dowry too {he had, a tair Eſtate, 

Contcrr'd upon hcr atan eaſy Rate. 

In brict, in all Indowments ſhe did thine, 
Stampt with his Image, whois all Divine ; 
But that which moſt unto her bliſs did add, 


Was the grcat Honour which ſome time thc had, 


Of the ſweet preſence ot a glorious King, 
From whom alone true Happinets doth ſpring 3. 
He oft.declar'd hcr his grand Favourite, 

And that with her was his endear'd delight : 
For precious love to her burn'd in his heart, 
And nothing thought too dear tor to impart, 
Or unto her molt trecly to beltow, 

Ot all thc Treaſurcs he had here bclow. 


This was her ſtate at firſt, none can gain-ſayz 


Bit then, mark what beteli her on a day, 
She did not long in this condition ſtand, 
Betorc a curſed and moli traiterousBand 

Of Rebels, who ſhook off Allegiance, 


And 'gainſi their Sovcreign did bold Arms advance 3 
| B 4 Intic'd 4 


7 


* 
» 


; "" The Fall. 


Intic'd her to their Party, and deſtroy'd 
All thoſe rare Priviledges ſhe injoy'd. 
Which grand offence did fo the King diſpleaſe, 
{& That ſhe his wrath by no means could appeaſe 3 
"| Nor had ſhe any Friend to ſpeak a word, 
'# Toſtay the Tortures of the Flaming Sword. 
No purpoſe *twas, alas ! for her to plead, 

Why Sentence ſhould not againſt her procced ; 
Who well knew in her conſcience *twas but right 
She ſhould thenceforth be baniſht from his ſight, 
And his moſt glorious Face behold no m.ore, 

As ſhe with Joy had ſeem it heretofore. 

{Þ The rightful Sentence paſſed, though ſevere, 

. * Which might ſtrike dead the trembling Soul to hear, 
4 Exild ſhewas fromhim with fcartul Ire, 

# And laid obnoxious to Eternal fire : 

{ Turn'd out of all her Glory with a curſe, 
| No [ate of Mortal Creatures could be worſe. 

” Andnowlſhe's forc'd to wander toand fro, 

+ Finding norcli, nor knowing what todo. 
| A torcign vile, alas ! ſhe muſt ſeek out, 
| And where to hide her (cltſhe looks about. 

; A wretched Fugitive ſhe firaight became, 

A ſhame unto her (cf, to all a ſhame. 

Yet this vile wretched Creature, ſo forlorn, 

The Subjcet of contempt and general ſcorn, * 
She, thc*s the Obje& ot this Prince's Love, 

She *tis to whom his warm Aﬀections move, - 

*T was in hes fallen fiate hecalt his cyc, 
Although hc loy'd her from Etcmity. 


, 


Book 1 


1 Chap.t. The Soul's woful fate. 9... 


Who wandring thns into a Foreign Land, 
#Far off of him : he ſoon did underſtand 
* There was no cther thing for himto do. 
: But muſt a Journy take, and thircher go, 
'It he] accomplith this his great Detign, 
Of making, Love, 2 Loverhnt's molt divine. 
The Faticr ! +: } 'car Son, 
Who's all oat .. 1C.4005 IG be pore s 
And what though it a grivvors Journ 


= X 
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Its bitterneſs hiv 15 rofoly ol 5H 
His high Atchicooments nothing ihallprevent, 
His mind and pip oc is to tully bene, 


That he in ſis own Kingdom will not ſtay 
One Minute after the appointed Day. 


But that you may more tully yet diſcover 
The matchlcſs flames of this moli glorious Lover, 
Perwit us to preſent unto your view, 
The Court he left, the Dungeon he went to. 


The Kingdom, where this Hizh-born P:ince did 
All other Countries valily doth exce), (dwell, 
Its Glory ſplendid 15 and inhnitc, 

It cannot be bchcld with flc{hly fight. 

Ten thouſand Suns,ten thouſand times more bright 
Tiicn ours is, could never give ſuch light. 

None ever there beheld a Cloud, nor thall 

Nor cver was there any Night at all. 

No cold or heat did ever there difpleale, 

No pain nor ſorrow there, nor no diſeaſc, 


No 


k ” 


No thirſt nor hunger there do any know, 

Nor any foes to ſeek their overthrow, 

Diſturb their peacc, or them th leaſt annoy 3 
Nor is there any Devil to deltroy. 

And if one would that Kingdom ſearch about, 
There is no-hinding of one poor Man out. 

No ſooner any ſuch do thither get, 

But on thcir Heads a glorious Crown is ſet. 
Congratulating Angels round them wait, 


And cloath them all in long white Robes of State. 
They live in boundlcfs Bliſs, with ſuch content, , 


Tt raiſes Joy unto a Raviſhment, 

There's Rivers too of Plcaſures, fil'd to*th Brim, 
In which the Prophets and Apoltles (wim. 
There Beauty fadcth not, nor Strength decaycs 3 
No weary old Age, ncither end of Daycs. 
Impottble it 15 tor them to dye, 

W hoſe Sculs have talicd Immortality. 

All thereis Love, and Sempiternal Joys, 


Whoſe ſweetncls neither gluts, nor tullnc(s cloys. 


Fricnds always by 3 for abſence is not known, 
Thcir lofs, or departurc, none. can bemoan. 

" Within thc contincs of this bliſsfull Land 
There doth a ſpacious fourſquare City liand, 


| - The noblett Structure *ris that cre was rais'd, 


By men admired, or by Angels prais'd. 

The Foundcr of it was a mighty King 3 

Yer without hands t'was built, amazing thing! 
As for th* Martcrials, which did it prepare 

From a good Author thisdeſcription hcar : 


The 


be Gloyy Chriſt lef, Book.l. 
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| Phap.t, be Glory of Heaves. it 


; The Luke-warm Blood of a dear Lamb being ſpile, 

To Rubies turn'd, whereot its parts were built , 

' And what dropt down in a kind gellied Gore, 

+ Became rich Sapbire, and did pave her Floor, 

* The Brighter flams that trom his Eyeb2ls ray'd, 

* Grew Chryſolites, whercot her walls were made. 

© The Milder glanccs fparkled on the ground, 

© And grounſild every Door with Diamond : 

<Butdying, dartcd upwards, and did tx 

* A Battlement ot purcti Sardonix. 

© Its Strects with Burniſht Gold are paved round, 

© Stars lye like Pebbles (cattered on the ground, 

© Pearl mixt with Onyx, and the Faſper Stone, 

The Citizens do alwayes tread upon. 

Here he with's Fathcr in great liate did fit, 

Whilſt millions bow'd themſc!ves unto his Feet, 

Here 'twas he kept his Court, hcre was his Throne 

From hence through all the World his Glory (hone. 

And if ought could unto his Greatneſs add, 

Mark what a rich Retinue there he had. 

He Servants kept of very high Degree, 

Who did bow down to him continually, 

Though they were Nobles all, and far more high 

Than proudeſt of the Romain Monarchy 3 . 
And mighty great in Power too are they 3 

For one alone did no lcfs Number lay 

Than near two hundred thouſand in one night, 

Of Valaint Souldicrs, trained up to hight, | 

Theſe Troops (till ready tiood at his command, 
/To cxccute his will in evcry Land, 


Ol 


Book 


12 The Angels Glory, 


Ofthem he'd an Innumerable Hoſt, F 
Though ſome of them in ancient times were loſt © 
Yet the ſele&ed number Millions were, \ 
Who fiill to him do true Allegiance bear : D 
True Loveand Zeal burn'd in thcir breaſts, like fired, 
Todo his Will's thcir bufincſs and - defire : W 


"Tis his great Int'relt which they wholly mind, W 
Aiding his Friends, whoſe welfare they delign'd : 5F 
And likewiſe evermore to trulirate thoſe, O 
Who did thcir Prince's Soveraignty oppoſe. A 
Their Nature's quick and clear, as Beams of light Si 


Creatures too pure tor Mortals groſſer ſight. Al 
And if we ſhall conſider well their worth, 9 
Meer Empty Nothings arc all Kings *oth Earth, <« 
When to thele Servants they compared be ; [1] 
So much excclls their glorious Dignity. Ar 


What of their Soycreign Lord then ſhall we ſay, -1 
On whom they do attend both night and day > Ar 
When they betorc his dazling Throne appear, 9x 
Their Heav'nly taccs ltraight way cover'd are It 


As it not able on his Face to look 3 1 
Or cle with glorious bluſhings, Heaven-ſtruck, Tt 
I't 


Such, ſuch his Court, fuch his Attendants were 30 
Who could with this great Prince of light compareNO 
Oh what Celcitial Glory didti thou leave, 0 
Aimoti beyond mans credence to bclieve ! 

That thou thouldf thus thy Fathers houſe forſake, | 
And fuch atedious diſmal Journey make ! y 
CouldFe 

ot 


Chap.1, The Melodyof Heaven, 13 


t Zould not that charming Mclody above, 
Allure thy thoughts and, hinder thy remove ? . 
Dh no! there's nothing can retard thy Love, 

redark how the glorious Seraphims do ſing, 

Whoſe warbling notes do make the Heavensring! 
What Mortals ever did ſuch Muſick hear ? 

: Spirits made perfed, are quite raviſht there. 

Oh ! how they liſten whillt che Strains riſe higher, 
nd joyning gladly with th'All-charming Quire, 
t Sing forth'aloud, inſpired with his flame, 
A1l Glory, Glory, Glory to his Name, 
One lirain ot this Celettial Harmony, 
-ould Mortals hcar,they ſoon would thither fly : 
They ſiraight would ſhake off all their carnal ſhackles 
And quit theſe dull and Joathſom Tabernacles 3 
ike towring Larks,(till upwards would they ſoar, 
And raviſhced, would think of Earth nomoxe: 
Or like to herds of Cattcl, great and ſmall, 
They d leave their teedings, and run thither all, 
Zut yet could not this lovely Paradiſe, 
Theſe Honours, or this Melody intice 
The lovc-lick Prince unto a longer ltay, 

30 much he longed tor the Marriage day : 

-No thing could his Delign divert, or move 3 
z0 conliant was he in his Royal Love. 


> His Travels next wi.1 you be pleas'd tohear 
i hich raiſes wonder in me to declare, 
Ten thouſand millions, and ten thouſand more 
Ot Angel-n.caſur'd Leay ues trom th*Eaſtern ſhore: 
| Ot 
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Of Dunghil Farth this glorious Prince did come. : 
Did ever L over go {o tar from Home | 
To feck a Spoutc ? What brave Heroick Spirit | 
That e're did love of vertuous Princeſs merit, 
Would not have found his trembling heart to ake, 
So vali an Enterprizc to undettake 3 | 
Such dangers to expoſe himſclt unto, 
Such pleaſurc, and ſuch glory to fore-go ! 

But ſome *tis like may ask a queltion here, 
Unto what Parts or Region did he liccr ? 
Or whither did he travel, whither go ? 
A very necdtul rhing for all to know. 
Was't to ſome Goſhen-Land,ot precious Light ? 


Or in to ſome Elyſran Ficlds, which might 

With Boundlcſs Pleaſures thither him invite ? | 
Was it a Kingdom ſomewhat like his own 

For Bliſs and Glory ? «cr what kind of one 
Was this firange Land, to which this Lover went' * 
To tind the Soul, fore'd into Banithnient ? 


Alas ! dear Sirs! this may you fiill amaze, 
And to a highcr Pitch your wonder raifc. 
As far as Darknels difters from the Light, 
Or dolefom Earth falls thort of Heaven fo bright 3 | 
As Heavens higher are than Earth or Scas, | + 
A thouſand times, ten thouſand of Degrees 3 
So far that place where this {weet Prince did dwell 
The other (to which he traveF'd ) did excel. 
As that tranſcends for lovelineſs molt rare: 
So this in wickedneſs exceeds compare, | 
bee 


| Chap. 1, Earth « Doleſom place. 15 


4 Egypt was once adark and doleſom place, 
'} When no one could behold his brother's face. 
| Though there the ſacred (tories plainly tel't, 

The darkneſs was fo great, it might be felt. 

Yet was that but a hgure, you muſt know, 
' Ofthe black horror of this Land of Wo, 

Whither the wretched wandring Soul was gone, 
And whence her Lover now muſifgtch her home : 

It was indeed an howling WildeMeſs, 

; A Region of diſpair, and all diſtreſs : 
Where Dragons , Wolves, Lyons, and ravenous 

\Bcalts 


Had their cloſe Dens, and Birds of Prey their 


Neſs, 
Beſides, throughout the ruinated Land 
A Black and feartul King had great Command, 
Who' had revolted many years before 
iti From his Liege Lord, and to him ſince has bore 
' Moſt cruel ſpight and curſ'd malignity, 
' Aſſuming to himlſelt the Soveraignty 3 
; The greatli Uſurper that ere being had: 
Sylla, nor Nero nevcr wcre ſg bad. 
For *tis well known he was tWoriginal Syre 
. | Of Tyrantsall, and taught them to alpire 3 
| Ambitieus through the World to ſpread his Arms; 
He hIl'd the Earth with Blood and {ad Alarms : 
ej And like a ravenous Lyon rang'd abour 
To ſeek his. Prcy, and tind new Conquelts out. 
Full of State-Policies, and Subtil wiles ; 
* Where's Force attempts in vain, his Fraud beguiles. 
yl Moſt 


] 
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And yet the Fools, beſotted to his ſway, 

Court their own ruine, and blindly obey, 

His Antient Lord he hated molt of all, 

And ſuch as were his offspring, great and ſmall, 
He was reſolv'd to be reveng'd upon, 


Moſt cruel to thoſe Slaves he can betray, : | 


And them for to deliroy &'rc he had done, 
From whence ls name was call'd Apollyon. 
A name whichWth his Nature tull expreſs, 
And you of him thereby my further gueſs. 
This greedy Dragon, hungry of his prey, 
With wide-ſtretcht Fawes tiood waiting tor the day, 
When this dearPrince ſhould comeznay for the hour... 
That fo he might him inſtantly devour. 

Oh Tyrant Love! doſi thou no pity take ! 

Wilt thou the PHANIN ot both worlds thus make 
A prey to ſuch a Fiend, who by ſome ſnare 

Hopes to entrap this long expected Heir, 

And then to take Poſicilion, and alone 

Rule on an unditiurbed Helliſh Throne ? 

See how the Troops of his Internal Power 
Combine, this Sacred Perſon to devour. 

Needs mult that be a fad and diſmal Land, 

Where this damn'd Monker hath ſo great Comand 
What Prince would come trom fvch a Mount of blif: 
Unto a Cave, where Poyſ{onous Serpents his? 
Come trom his Father's Boſom where he lay, 

To be the Wolves and Dragons chicteli prey ? 

To leave his glorious Robes and Cloth ot Gold, 
And clothed be with Raggs and Garments old ! 
Fron 
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Chap. 1. The black Prince: 17. 


From ruling men and Devils, now to be 


' Tempted by both of them, ſcarce ever tree ? 


To leave a Paradife of all Delight, 

And come intoa Land as black as night ? 
A glorious Crown and Kingdom to torlake, 
T hat he his bed might on a Dunghil make ? 
To leave a ſweet and quiet Habitation, 
To come into a rude diſtracted Nation ? 
Where Wars, Blood, and Miſeries abound, 
Where neither Truth.nor Faith,nor Peace is found? 
To leave his Friends, who loved him moſt dear; 
To dwell with ſuch asm ortal hatred bear 

To him, and to his bleſſed Father, and 

All ſuchas do for them moſt faithful Rand ? 

To come ſo many Millions of long, miles 

To be involv'd in Troubles and fad Broils ? 
And all this for a Creature poor and vie, 

A Traiterous Vagabond, and in Exile ? 

Yea, one that ſtil] remain'd a ſtubborn toe, 
Hating both him and his bleſi Father too ? 

Who ponders all in extaſy, can't miſs _ 

To cry out, Oh! what manner of Love is this ? 
Sure this is Love that may our Souls amaze, 

And to the height our wondring Spirits raiſe, © 

In grateful Hyrmns to celebrateits praiſe. 
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CHAP. II. 


Shewing what entert.zinment the Prince of Light met 
with at his firſt arrival. How there being no room 
for him inthe Inn, he was forced to lie in the Stable, 
and make his bed in the Manger. As alſo how he 

- baving laid aſide his Glorious and Princely Robes,was 
not known by the people of that Country and how he 
was wronged, and abominably abuſed by them, 


A Wake my Muſe! T hear the Prince is come 3 
Go and attend him, view the very Room 
Where he at firſt doth lodg : fee how they treat 

A King, whoſe Pow'r is ſo exceeding great. 
Much Rumor of his coming, I am told, 

Was ſpread abroad among them there of old, 
And many waiting tor him, long'd to ſee 

What kind ot King and Perſon he ſhould be. 
Oh! what provition now to entertain 

Him did they make ? my Soul's in grevious pait: 
To hear of this. Doth not the Trumpet ſound, 
And Joy and melody ſweetly abound 

I'th hearts of all, who heard of this good News ? 
How did they carry't to him, or how uſe 

This lovely One, whom Angels do adore, 

And Glorious *craphims fall down betore ? 
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Chap. 2. his bad Entertainment. bo) 


Ah! how methinks ſhould they now look about 
Some curious ſtately Structure to find out, 

Some Prince's Palace for his Relidence, 

Or firong fair Cafile for his fate Defence! 

Don't people leap for Joy, whil'ti Angels fing, 

To welcome in their long, expected King *? 

Do not the Conduits through all fireets combine 
In ficad of Water, wholly to run Wine ? 

Do not great Swarms of people *bout him fly, 

Like to ſome ſtrange and glorious Prodigy ? 


* What dos't thou ſay, my. Muſe, Art wholly mute? 
Doth this not with thy preſent purpoſe ſuit ? 
Ah ! yes, it does, but how ſhaPt be expreft ? 
The grict that ſeizes on my panting Brealt, 

My hcart into a trembling ht doth fall, 

To think how he contemned was of all. 

The Savage Monſters did this Prince reje&t, 
And treat him with affronts and difreſpe@ : 
When he tor them had taken all this pain, 
They neither would him know nor entertain ; 
The very Inn, whete hr{t he went to lie, 

For to vouchſafe him Lodging did deny. 

No Room ( alas! ) had they but if 'twere (6 
He would be there, to th* Stable he muſt go. 
To'th* Stable then goes he contentedly, 

Without the leaſt refle&tion or reply; 
The filly Aſs, and labouring Ox muſt be 

. Companions now to Sacred Royalty 3 

_ C2  Exposd 
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= Expos'd by Greater Brutes, he muſt ( alas ) : 


Take up with the Dull-Oxe,and paintul Aſs, 
Who their great Maker and Preſcrver was 
And in the Mangcr's torc'd to make his bed, 


| Without one Pillow to ſupport his Head. 


Let Heav'n altonitht, Earth amazed be 


T At this ungratctul Inhumanity 


Let Seas riſe up in heaps, and after quit 

Their Courſe, theſe Barbarous people to affright. 
Oh! what a mighty condeſcention's here ! 

What ſtory may with this, with this, compare ? 

Is this the entertainment, they afford! 


1 And this a Palace for ſo great a Lord! 


Ic this their kindne(s to {o dear a friend ! 
Do they him toa filthy Stable ſend ! 


# - Tsthat a Chamber ſuiting his Degree! 


Or hit the Manger ſhould allotted be, 
For him to lay his Glorious Body in, 
C Of whom the Prophet ſaith he knew no Sin ? ) 
Whoſe tootſtool's Earth,and Heaven is his Throne, 
What ne're a better Bed for ſuch an one ! 
That has fo vali a Journey undertook, 
And for their fakes ſuch Glory too forſook |! 
Is this great Prince with ſuch meanLodging pleas'd, 
So that he may ot love-lick pains be cas'd ! 
O what a Lover's this! Almighty Love! 
How potently doſt thou affections move! 
What ſhall a Prince be thus ore-come by thee, 
And brought into contempt to this degree ! 
" "> AR | . Sure 
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: Chap. 2. is Humility 


e) 


Sure this may melt an heart of hardeſt Stone, 
When tis con{ider'd well and thought upon. 
Fut noleſs worthy note is it to hear 

The manner how this Sovcraign did appear. 
Was it in Pomp and outward Splendor bright? 
Which doth the {cnſual heart of man invite, 
To cali'a view, and deep reſpect to ſhow, 

As unto haughty Monarchs hcre they do : 

Like toa Prince, or like himſclt, did he 

His beams diſplay that every eye might ce: 

In his bleſt Face molt radiant Majeliy ? 

No, no, ſo far was he from being proud, ? 
That he thought ht his Gloriesall to ſhroud d 
And, like the Sun, invelop'd in a Cloud, 

Did vail his Heav'nly Luſtre, would not make 
Himlſelt of Reputation, tor the fake 

Ot that poor Soul hc came for to ſcck out : 

He ſaw 'twas good,that hc might work about 
His blett Dclign, himſclt thus to deny, 

And ſhew a pattcrn of humility. 

His glorious Robes he treely did lay off, 
Though thereby made th* obje& of men's (coft, 
Who viewing his deſpiſed mean condition, 
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Welcom'd him with contempt, ſcorn,and dcrilion ; 


For *twas 'ith form of a poor ſervant he 
Appear'd to all, the vcry low'ſt degree, 
Which amongſt all the ſons of Adamare 

And doth not this ſtill wondrous Love declare ! 
The pcople of that Country tog I hid 

To groſs miltakes (o rcadily inclin'd, 
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Theyjudg'd him a poor Carpenters Son born, 
And itigmatiz'd him with it in great ſcorn, 
Nay, ſomeafhrm heworked at the Trade, 
For which they did him mightily upbraid. 
How ever thiswe mult to all proclaim, 

He that all Riches had, moſt poor became, 

That fo the Soul through his ſad poverty 

Might be enriched to Etcrnity. 

The Foxes of the Earth, and Birds of th* Air 

Had more ( alas !) than fell unto his ſhare. 

In holes the one, in neſts the other fed 3 

But he, (poor he!;no where to lay his head. 

Not one poor Cottage had this precious King, 

Although the righttul Heir of cvery thing, 

The mcanett man almoſt of Adam”s Race 

Scem'd tobe in as good, nay bctter caſe, 

Reſpc&ing outward Wealth and Glory here; 

Thoſe things no Price in his affections bcar. 

Silver and Gold(the Muckworm Wordling's Gods) 

He knew to be but more rehned Clods 

Ot that ſame Earth, which he himſelf had made 

Ripe by a Sun, ſcarce tit tov be his ſhade. 

No Mony, doubtleſs, had this Prince at all 

In purſe or coffer : for, when ſome did call 

For Ceſars Tribute, then, behold, mult he 

Diſpatch in haſte a Servant to the Sea 

In an uncertain Fiſhes mouth to ſpy 

A picce of Coyn { Oh wondrous Treaſury ! ) 

With which he ſtraight did Ceſars Tribute pay, 

( Though ſmall Engagement on the Children oy ) 
Rathet 
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Chap.2. lightly eſteemed. 237 
Rather than heel be diſobedient thought, 
To raiſe the Tax, a Miracle is wrought. 

But here tis like ſome may delire to know 
The cauſe why he abas'd himſelt fo low ? 

The Anſwer to which Dwery's very plain 3 
His Errand ſo requir d, it he'd obtain 
The Soul, tor whom his Country he did leave, 
He of his Glory mult himſelf bcreave. 
"Twas Love that brought him ints this diſguiſe, 
Tocome incognito to haughty Eyes, 
To lay afide awhile his Robes ot State, 
And thus in Pilgrims weeds upon her wait : 
Without this Form afſum'd, theſe Raggs put on, 
The mighty Work could never have been done. 
She grov'ling lay below, unable quite 
Once to aſpire unto his Glorious Sight. 
Therctoremuſt he a Garb ſuitable take 
Toraiſe her up, and his dear Conſort make 3 
He mult deſcend, that ſhe might mount above, 
And joyn ina fit Entercourſe of Love. 
S'+ the kind Sun beams do the Dwnghil gild, 
That it to Heaven may Exalations yeild, : 
With pregant Show rs to fertilize the Ficld. 
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A treacherous Deſign. Book. I. | 


CHAP. II. 


Shewing how upon the arrival of the glorious Prince,the 
 VUice-Roy of that Country contrived in a barbarous 
maner to take away his Life, And of the horrid Maſ- 
ſacre that fell out upon it in the Town of Bethlchem. 
And how the Prince eſcaped and fled nto Egypt. Alſo 
diſcovering how the Creature he came;to be a ſuiter to, 
was preingaged by the black King to the Monſter of © 
deformity, a Baſtard of his own begetting, called . 
Luſt. And of the great and fearful battel that fell out 
between the Prince of Light, and Apollyon Prince 
of Darkneſs ; and how Apollyon was over-come 3 
and, after three amazing Tncounters , forc'd to 


fly. 


MF Hough Gocdneſsſiil's oppos'd by envious Hate, 
Vertue( like Palms ) thrives by th? oppretting 

Our Princes Welcome is in part cxprett, (weight. 

But what enſucs 1s worſc than all the refit. 

Of his fad uſage turther Plc declare, 

And the curs'd cruel Focs he met with there. 

Noſooner flutt'ring Fame the news had told 

Of his arrive 3 and that fume Scers of 01d 

CHeralds of Fatc ) proclaim'd him on Record 

To be a high-born Prince, and mighty Lord: 


But | 
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| But preſently the Voyce-Roy of that Land 

Was hIPd with Indignation on each hand ; 
Fearing, 'tis like, he might depoſed be, 

Or much diminiſhtin his Dignitie 3 

That this great ſtranger might aſſume his Crown, 
Or quite ccliple his periſhing Renown. 

For when the Sun doth riſe and ſhine (o clear, 

; The Moonand Stars do all ſtraight diſappear. 
Not knowing what firange cvils might ariſe 3 

He thcrctore did a bloody Plot devilc. 

Such was his Rage and undeſcrv.d ſpight, 

He needs would butcher this ſweet Lamb of Light 3 
- Who though to none he thought one dram of 111, 
Yet he reſolves his precious Blood to pill : 

But tailing of one Treacherous Delign, 

He and his Gang do ina worſe combine : 

Which was by (trict Inquiries tor to hear, 

When this bright Star did fir{t to men appear ? 
That ſo he might exactly know the Day 

When he arriv'd, and in a Manxer lay. 

Which known,to make all ſure he iraight contriyes 
To facrihtice a thouſand harmleſs Lives. 

And kill the Mles, yea every one of them 
Which had been born in famous Bethlehem, 

From two years old or under, ever fince 

The late EI of this new-born Prince. 
Judging this way (tis like) might be the beft 
To cut off him, unknown, amongſt therelt. 
Which horrid Maſſacre he brought to pals, 

And one more bloody ſure there never was : 


It 
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If Circumſtances were but weighcd well, 
Both what they were, and why that day they fell Þ 
On the poor Babes they no compaſſion have, 
But hurle them from the Cradle to the Grave. 
Theweeping Mothers rais'd a {wclling, flood 
Oftheir own tearsymixt with their Childrens blood: 
In every ſircet are heard moſt diſmal Cries, 

Pe wailing thoſe untune]y Obſcquics : 

As had been prophehied long before, 


1!- By RachePs moans, rctufing to give o're 3 


She fizhs, and weeps, and has no comfort ; ot, 
Becauſe her hopetul Children now are not. 
Great was the ſlaughter 3 yet their hopes were croſt, 
The precicus Prey theſe raging, Blood-hounds loſt ; 1 ; 
For th Prince of Pcacc had notice of this thing, 
And fled'to Egypt trom this wrathful King 3 ' 
Hos there remaining, graciouſly was fed, , 
this Savage Murdcrcr was dead. " 
A when beheard what had that wretch befcl, | 


#  Hehaſined back to'th Land of 1ſrael. 


But news being, brought of Archilaw's Raign, 

Soon found it necdful to remove again. | 
So being warn'd of God, to Galilee | 
He turn'd afide 3 and there at preſent we 

Shall leave him, whilli we may morc tully hear 
The great deſign of this his coming there. | 
Some poſſibly may ſay, was't notto rake | 
Unto bimlſclt a Kingdom, and ſo make 


ths + Himſelf Renowned, Great and very High, 


"* Above each Prince and Earthly Monarchy ? 
7 | Was't 
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1] Chap. 3- The Soulpreingag d. 
'Was't not to take the Crowns of every King, 
And all their Glory to the Dult to bring, 
To ſer their Diadems on his own head, 
That ſo the Nations might be better led ? 
Was'tnot to take Revenge upon his Foes, 
And grind to Powder all that him oppoſe ? 
Was it not to commence his glorious Raizgn, 
That ſo he mi; ht the pride of Nations ſtain ? 
Herod, tislike, as you bctore did hear, 
Such things might dream,and it mi:ht vainly fear : 
But wholly eroundle(s : tor (alas) he came 
Not as a King to puniſh, but a Lamb, 
' To offer up in ſacrihce his Lute, 

To put an end to all tormenting ſtrife, X 
And only gain a poor, but long*d-for Wite, 
| His ſole deſign, I told you, it was Love,. 
| ?Twas that alone which brought him from above, 
, Theſe hard{hips, and theſe pains to undergo, + 
And many more, which yet we have to (how : 
For thcſe are nothing, in compariſon 
Ofthoſe which mult be told e're we have do1e, 
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He in thoſe parts had bcen but thirty ycar, 

And little had he don that we can he:r 

About obtaining of the Creaturcs loye, 

But gloriouſly did then the matter move, 
into the Soul, who lictle did it mind, 

For ſhe ( alas ) was otherwiſe inclin'd: 

For the Black King that had uſurp'd that Land, 
An 11} ſhapt Battard had, of proud command, 
Whom 
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Whom having dreſtupin a much Gallantry, 
He did appear fo pleaſant in her Eye, 

That he before had heraffeCtions won, 
Andin her heart eſtabliſhed his Throne 3 
Though he defign'd no lefs than to betray 
And murder her in an infidious way : 

Of which the filly Soul was not aware, 

But fondly blind could not diſcern the ſnarc. 
Too like ( alas ) to many now a dayes, 
Whom fawning words and flattery betrays. 
This Imp of Darkneſs, and hrii-born of Hel! 
Transform'd by Witchcratt, and a curſed SpclI, 
Like a brisk gawdy Gallant now appears, 

And ſtill falſe locks,and borrowcd Garments wears:l 
Then boldly fects upon ber, and with firong 
And fwcet lip'd Rhetorick of a Courtly tongue 
Salutes hcr Ears, and doth cach way diſcover 
The Amorous Language of a wanton Lover. 
He fmiles, he toyes, and now and then lets fly 
Imperious glances trom his Julitul Eye ; 

Adorns her Orient Neck with Pearly charms, 
And with rich Bracclets decks her Ivory Arms: 
Boatts the extent of his Impcrial Power, 

And offers Wealth and worldly pleaſurc to her. 
Jocund he ſeem'd, and tull of (prightly Mixth, 
Arid the poor Soul never inquir'd his Birth. 

She lix*d his Face, but dream't not of the Dart 
Whcrewith he waitcd to transhx her Heart. 
There 1s no toc to fuch a Dalilaw, 

As pretends love, yct ready is to draw 


The Frince of Darkneſs. 


mm. x #$Kkw 2 #4 4 f'4 od fo id YT by DO 


=: 
—_— 


hap. 3, _ The Way began, 29 


pe Poyſonous Spear, and with a treacherous kiſs 
ereaves theSoul of everlaſting Bliſs. 
f youwouldknow this treacherous Monſter's name- 
As you betore have heard from whence he came) 
Tis he bywhom thouſands deceiv'd have bin, 
Jeav'ns toc, and Satan's curſed Off-ſpring, SIN; 
\ violatcr of all Righteous Laws, 
Andone that (till to all Uncleaneſs draws 3 
Author of Whored omes, Perjurics, Diſorders, 
Thetts, Rapines, Blood, Idolatries, and Murders, 
from whom all Plagues,and all Diſcaſes flow/ 
And Death it (clt to him his beng doth ow, 
rs:T his Monficr of Pollution, the undone 
Poor Soul too long had been enamour'd on 
And by the Cratt his Sire Apollyon lent, 
Doubt cd not to obtain her tull Conſent. 
But when Apollyon ſaw this Prince of Peace, 
His wrathfull ſpight againſt him did encreaſe ; 
So brave a Rival he could not endure, 
But ſought all means his Ruine to procure. 
Shall I, faith he, thus loſe my hop'd-tor prey, 
Sce my Detigns all blaſted in one day, 
Which I have carried on from Age to Age, 
With deepelt Policy, and tercelt Rage ? 
y utmolt Stratagems I f(t will try, 
ndrather on the very Spot lle dye. 
'Thus Helliſhly rc{olv'd, he does prepare 
Straight to commence the bold and Impious wats. 
An 
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2 
And now theſharp Encounter does "0 Fg 


A Fight ſo tierce no eye had ever (cen, 
Nox ſhall hereatter ere behold agen. 
Put tixtt be plcas'd totake a profpedt here, 
Ot the two Combatants as they appear : 
The tit a Pcrfon of Celcſiia) Race, 
Lovely his ſhape, incftable his Face 3 | 
'Thefrown with which he ſtruck the tremblingFie 
All ſmiles of humane Bcauty did tranſcend : 
His head's with Glory arm'd, and his firony hand. 
No power of Earth or Hell can long withſtand. 
He heads the mighty Holts in Heav'n above, 
And all on Earth, who do Jehovah love. 
His Camp's fo great, they many millions are, 
With whom no one for Courage may compare, ' 
They are all choſen mcn, and cloath*d in white; 
Ah ! to behold thcm, what a lovely fight 
Is it ! And yet morc grave and lovely tar 
To joyn «nd make one in this Holy War. 
The other wasa King of Courage bold, 
But very grim and ghalily to behold 3 | 
Great was his powcr,yet his garb did ſhow 
Sad Symptonis of a former overthrow : | 
But » ow recruited with a nume rous Train, 
Arm'd with diſpair, he tcrr.pts his fate again. 44 
Under his Eanncr the black Kegiments hght, 
And all the Wicked Troops which hate the light ! 
His Volunticrs are ſpread from North to South, 
And flanung Sulphur belches from his Mouth; 
Sue! 


( 


Clap. 3. A Glorious Battel. 31 
Such was the grand Importance of their fight, 
It did all eycson Earth and Heaven invite 
To he ſpcctators, and attention lend : 
Somuch did nc'rc on any Field depend 3 
No not Pharſalia's Plains, where Ceſar fought, 
And the Worlds Empire at one conquelt caught; | 
& las, the flue of that tamous Fray, 
: May not compare with this more fatal Day. 


Should the Black monſtrous Tyrant Prince prcvai!, 
The Hearts and hopes ct all man-kind muit tail: 
' «But above all, ſhe whocaus'd their conteſt 
Would be more miſcrable than all the reſt 
Shee, ſhe, poor ſoul! tor ever were undone, C 


nc 


. And never would have help from any one 
"» 


.. Twas tor Herſake aloac ..:- 27 begun, 
2 


Some fabulous Writers tell a wonderous ſtory; 
And give I know not what St. George the Glory 
Ot reſcuing bravely a dilireficd Maid 
From a lirange Dragon, by his Generous aid. 
This Iam ſurcour bleſſed Captain fought 
With a tierce Drag, and Salvation wrought 
For her, who elſe had been devoured quite 
iy that Old Serpents {ubtility and ſpight. 

But now tis timc their Combate to dilplay 
WÞchold the Warricrs ready in Array. 
Apollyon well ttor'd with cratty wit : 


it ! 


p 


L ong time had waited for a ſeaſon fit, 
That fo he might ſome great advantage get. | 
ue! And 
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And knowing well the Prince of Light had Tr 
Ful forty days, then preſently he haſted 
To give him Battle, and a Challenge makes, - 
Which no leſs cheertully Chriſt undertakes. 
The King of Darkncſs the hrlt onſet gave, 
Thinking his toc to ſtartle, or out-brave. 

He flung at him a very crucl Dart, 

And aym'd to hit him jult upon the Heart. 
He'd have him doubt or queltion,it twere ſo ? | 
Whether he were the Son of God or no? 
Put the bleſt Lord did uſe his Sword ſo well, 
That down the othets weapons ſtraight way fell. 
Tt made him reel, and forc'd him back to ſtand; 
And beat his Lance at once out of his hand. 

At which this diſappointed wrathful King 

Doth gnaſh his threatning tecrh,and ſhews his fin 
Is mad and foams, and tain the Dog would bite: y 
He ſwells like to a Toad, cnough to fright | 
A mortal man, on him to calt an cye 

And then breaks out with fad and hideous cry. 


Apollyon King of Darkneſs. 


Shall I be foiled thus ? or thus give o'ce, 
Whom ncver any could yet ttand betore ? 
Have not the Mighty fallen by my hand, 
Enforc'd to yeild to me in every Land ? 
Whole ;Kingdoms (Sir) havetrucled to my pow 
If once Em moy'd, Millions I can deyour. 0 
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FT Chap. 3. The Devil $ Triamph. 33 
Nay, with one ſtroke, thou very well doſt know, 
&q 211 the World at once did overthrow. 
My very Name is frightful unto all, 
Who trembling fly, if I upon them fall. 
My voyce is like unto a mighty Thunder ; 
And with a word I keep the Nations under. 
See how they faint, and ſhrink, and ſhreek for fear, 
If of my coming once they do but hear : 
They quiver all, angl like a Leaf do (ſhake, 
And dare not ſtand when approaches make. 
Beſides all this, much more have to boaſt : 
q Which of the Champions of thy Earthly Hoſt 
: {Have I not overcome, and put to flight ? 
"None ever able were with me to fight. 
V-ab that Servant (Holy Faſt ) of chine, 
...[did o'recome by'th juce of his own Vine 3 
"nd Righteous Lot I next may reckon up, 
©*\ Trophy unto my victorious Cup, 
W hereby he into Inceſt fell two Times * 
 Andtheſe thou know'lt are no Inferiour Crimes, 
' Fhy Facob too, though he could wreſtle well, 
fer by niy Arm moſt grievouſly he fell : 
ind ſo likewiſe did his moſt Zealous Mother : 
3y Lies I made him to ſupplant his Brother. 
foſeph tor thee, although he was ſincere, 
quickly taught by Pharoah's Life to ſwear. 
- knd Fxdab, from whoſe Loins thou doſt proceed, 
aworlted much, do but the Story read. 
Toſes himſelf, thy Captain General, 
Vi me xeceiv'd a ſhrew*'d and diſmal fall, | 
| chough 
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Although ſo mcck , when I did him cngage, 
I mov'd him into paſſion and great rage, 
By which I did fo vex his troubV'd mind, 
That he could not the Land of Promiſe find. 
Sampſon was very ltrong, I know, yet he 
Was overcome by Dalilah and me. 
And David, though a King, and moſt devout, 
Suftain'd by me almoſt a total Rout 3 
Although he ſlew a Lyon, —_— 
And my Goliab likewiſe would not ſpare, 
But with his ſling that Champion did deſiroy, 
Who did the Camp of Iſrael annoy : 
For all theſe mighty Acts, when once I came 
To try his firength, I brought him unto ſhame : 
The people numbred, and his God forſaken, 
By Adult'ry and Murder over-taken. 
And Solomon, a mighty King and wiſe, 
Did I by force and ſubtilety ſurprize3 
I planted for him ſuch a curious Net, 
Asſoon Intangled his unwary teet 3 
StrangeWomens charms withdrew his hcart from th6 
To doting Luli, and curs*d Idolatrie. | 
The time would tail me, ſhould I number all 
The Noble Worthies, I have caus 'd to fall. 
Nee any yet upon the Earth did dwell, | 
But by my conquering ſword they vanquiſht fell, F, 
And thinkli thou, Man, that I to thee will yield; E 
When fic{ht with Vid"ories, baſely quit the Ficld, y; 
Miltake not thus, Ilc have the other blow, 
I want no (irength nor Courage thou ſhalt know. 
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Chap. 3. The Glorious Battel; 35 


Prince of Light. 


| Thy pride, 4pollyon, and thy Helliſh Rage, 
Long lince thy utter Downtal did preſage. 
Vain are thy Boaſts, theſe Rants no good will doe, 
I know thou art a cowardly bragging Foe. 
Forbcar with Lies my Servants to condemn, 
*Twcre only forts, not falls, thou gavelt therfts 
Lurking in Secret, thou didſt treacherouſly 
At unawares ſometimes upon them fly 3 
But rallying ſiraight they did renew the Fight, 
Quencht all thy Darts, and foon put thee to flight 3 
And now beyond thy reach, in full renown, 
For their reward,enjoy an endleſs Crown. 
And though on forme thou haſt prevail'd too far, 
With me thou art unable to wage War. 
*Tis for their ſakes that forth my wrath is ſpread 3 
Thou bruisdſt their Heels, but Twill britiſe thy Head; 


iy 


Apollyon: 


Stop there I pray, let's try the other Bout, 
And ſee it thou canſt me fo quickly rout. 
I am reſolv'd my utmoſt force to try, 
L For all my hopes I find at Stake do ly : 
l; E're I'le be baffled thus,and loſe my Prey, 
! Upon thy back ill ſharper Strokes Ple ky. 
Prince 
y D 2 
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36 The Glorious Battel, Book I, 
Prince of Light. 
What is the Cauſe thouart ſo furious now, 


And thus on medoſt bend thy Brazen brow ? 
What is thy fear ? why doſt thou rage? or why 
Doſt tremble thus, and look fo gaſhtully ? q 


Why doth thy fading Colour come and go ? / 
Speak, Helliſh Fiend ! what I command thee, do, 
{ 

Apollyon, 


Great Reaſon's for't 3 I partly underſtand 

The Cauſe why thou art come into this Land : 

And having found what tay intentions are, þ 
Needs mult the ſame me territy and ſcare. 1 
I do perceive what did thee chiefly move A 
To leave the Glory which thou hadſt above 1 
*T was love that thou didtit to a Creature bear, A 
Which unto me in truth is very dear ; A 
And I will make my glifiering Spear to bend, F 
E're I tothee in this will one, 4 An ) 1 


Before I will her loſe, Fle tear and roar, Y 
And all Internal Pow'rs I will Implore, M 
That I Ailiftance of them may obtain, V 
Againſt a Foc I doſo much diſdain. A 
B 
BI 
'A; 


; Chap. 3 The Gloriows Battel. 37 


Prince of Light. 


But why ſhould this ſtir up thy helliſh rage, 
Tf I in love am moved to engage 
The precious Soul, and her betroth to me, 
What wrong can that (vile monſter) do to thee ? 
Thy horrid pride hath wrought thy overthrow, 
And thou wouldtt tain have her be damned too. 

, But know this Match in Heav'n's made,& thy hand 

Can not prevent nor break this Sacred Bany, 


Apol lyon. 


She's prcingag'd to one, whom I do Love, 
And I concern'd am) for *'twas I did move 
The queſtion to her, did firlt the Contract make, 
And I mreſolv'd ſhe never ſhall it break. 
The party too is my own offspring dear, 
And I to him moſt true Aﬀections bear ; 
And reaſon there is for't, *twas he alone 
Founded my Kingdom, and firſt rais'd my Throne. 
"Tis he who every where doth for me ſtand, 
Yea and maintains my Caule in every Land. 
My Subjcs he brings in both great and ſmall ; 
Without his Aid ſoon would my Kingdom fall. 
And if this contra ſhould be broke, I ee 
But little Service more can he do me. 
Blame me not therefore, if I grow inrag'd, 
And thus in furious battel am engag'd, 
{| 
a D 3 Prince 
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33 "pollen triumphei Book 1, 
T 

Prince of Light. 11 

A 

| Thou canſt not hide from me thy curſi deſign, VM 
Moſt horrid hatred is that love of thine. A 
Thou ſeek her life, her blood,nought elſe will do© 
But her moſideſperate hnal overthrow. So 
I iikewiſe fee how the ſad game is laid, Vv 


How ſhe by treacherous Loves to Sin's betraid ; A. 
But I that League reſolve to break aſunder, OT 
Diſſolve your Charms,& quickly bring thee under; Hi 


Alchough I know thou art a Son of Thunder, Br 
Ic ſpoy] all your deſigns, and make appear U! 
That only I that Soul do love moft dear. A 
Plc ſpill my deareſt blood upon the Ground, B 
But your Infernal Plots I will confound. Hi 
T am her friend, and will fo faithful prove, Pr 
That all ſhall ſay P'm worthy of her love. Hi 
My Life is in my hand. T le lay it down By 
E're ſhe ſhall miſs of the Eternal Crown. Ni 


Thou damned art, and would(t (I fully know) ( Al 
Bring her into the ſame eternal wo : Al 
But know, vile Fiend,”tis more than thou canſtdo,. Tl 
Unleſs thou can*ft this day prevail o're me, Al 


Thoſe dreadful Torments lhe ſhall never ſec. 


At this Apollyon's parched Lips did quiver, * A! 
Theſe words. like darts,firuck through his hcartfani Pu 
Fc gnaw'd his very tongue tor pain and wo, (live; 4 
And fiawpt,and f6am'd,and knew 1.0t what to - 

| Til 
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Chap. 3. Apollyon worſted, 39 
Till &re a while, like to a Lyon bold, 

Upon his Spear he furiouſly takes hold, 

And doth the ſecond time the Lord engage, 
With greater violence and hercer rage, 

As when loud Thunder roars,and rends the Skie, 
Or murdering Cannons let their Bullets fly : 

So did he cauſe as *twere the Earth to quake, 
When he at him the ſecond time did make; 

And by the force of his permitted power, 
 Snatches him up, as if he would devour 
Him, like the prey which hungry Lyons cat ; 
\But not prevailing, down he did him ſet 

Upon a Pinacle *oth Temple high, 

And thcn again upon him does let fly : 

But tinding he no hurt to him could do, 

He ſtrives him headlong down trom thence to throw 
Pretending, it he were fo great an one, 

His foot could not be daſht againit a Stone. 

But then our Prince did draw his Sword again, 
Not doubting in the leaſt he ſhould obtain 
Another victory againli this foe 3 

And did indeed give him ſo great a blow, 
That he fell down, being forced to give ore, 

And ſhamcfully retreated, as before, 


Now would one think the Battel quite were done, 
And time for the black Prince away to run : 
{ But: he reviv'd, and did freſh Courage take 5 
;Asmen would do, when ail doth ly at ſtake, 
Fi D 4 And 
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And a third Pattel was reſolv'd to ſee, 
What ere the fatal Conſequence might be. 

Apollyon now to his laſt ſhift was driven, 

Almoti of all his Magazine bereaven. 
But one poor Weapon more he had to try 3 | 
It worſtcd there, reſolved was to fly. 

And here indeed God ſuffer'd him once more 
To take him up, as he had done before. 

Ah! twas a ſight moſt diſmal to behold, 
V/hat foe was e*re thus impudently bold ! 
That fo was bafled, forced to retreat, 

And found his Enemie too wiſe and great 

A thouſand times for him, yet would cflay 
By force of Arms to carry him away. 

Don't Heaven and Earth,and all amazed ſtand 
To ſee the Prince of Light in Satan's hand, 
Or rather in his Arms carry'd on high, 

As it he would have kill'd him ſecretly 

But on a mighty Mountain him he ſer, 
Hoping he might ſome great advantage get 3 
A cunning Stratagem he did deviſe, 
Thinking thereby our Saviour to ſurprize, 
And him *orccome by ſubtile Policy, 

And that was to preſent unto his Eye 

The Glory of this World, the only Snare 

By which poor Mortals often ruin'd are. 

This Helliſh Prince is full of Craft and Wiles, 
And with's inventions all the World beguiles. 
From him the Politick Achitophel, 

And our more modern famous Mzcbiavel, 


Book. T,! | 
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Chap. 3. Apollyon's Policy. 


| To plague the World, that Science he imparts, 
' To imbroil Nat'ions, and cheat honeſt Hearts. 


With other States-men learn't their puzling Arts 4 


Sly Stratagems in War, molt wiſe men know | 
Have oft prevaiP'd, where Force no gcod could do, 
The Walls ſometimes of Caſtles down do fall, 
When n*ere a Bullet hath been ſhot art all, 

Unleſs diſcharged from a Silver Gunz 

Thouſands (alas !) this way have been undone, 
Strong Citties Gates (we know) have open'd been 
With Goldcn Keyes, and Enemies let in, 

Which force nor firength could nere have made_to 
Nor been broke down by herceſt Battery. (fly, 
The Maxime's true, which trequently weread, 


| That Policy doth very tar excced 


The Strength and pow'r of great & haughty Kings; 
And to ſubjection mighty Nations brings. 

But all the Strength, nor Cratt, nor power either, 
Which Satan hath with all his tends together, 
Could with this Glorious Lord prevail i th lealt, 
Who hath the firength of Heaven to aſſift, 

And was himſelt Omnipotent in power : 

Doth Satan think he can a God devour ?. 

Can fading Glorics of vile Earth intice, 

Or break his purpoſe off, when Paradiſe 

Could not upon him any Influence have, 

To turn his love from her he came to ſave ? 


How ſoon deep Policy is overthrown, 
And crafty fraud to fooliſh madneſs come! 


Art 


| *, Apollyon's Pride. Book IT 


Irt thou, Apollyon, ſuch a wretched Sot ? | 
Haſt thou no other Bait, nor weapon got ? 
Is this thy wit, and can't thou do no more 
Than give him that which was his owa before ? þ 
How prodigal thou ſeem'ft ? wilt thou beſtow Y Þ, 
At once on him all Kingdomes here below ? b 
What then will all thy flattered Subjects do? ) 
If thus thou rafhly giv*{t them all away, 

What wilt thou do thy felt another day ? 


What! is poor Sol worth more than all the world? 

That all thou haſt ſhall thus away be hurld, Y 
Rather then thou of Sozl would'lt be bereav'd? J 
Tis time for her to fee ſhe ben't deceiv'd. F 
What! all the Kingdoms of the world ! Pray who | 

Did give them all, or any unto you ? p 
Ah! what a Traytor's here ! Ist nota ſhame + 
Before thy Soveraign's tace to make a Claim 'c 


Unto thoſe Kingdoms, where thou halt no right ?;P 
Thou know'ſt they do belong to'th Princeof light.'] 
Thine if thou call'{t them, "tis by Uſurpation, E 
No other right haſt thou to any Nation. < 

But we diſcourſe too long : behold a fight, 1 
Apollyon rallies all his ſcattered might, ſ 
Now nothing elſe than a full Conqueſt will \ 
The haughty Wretch his wild Ambition hill. ” 
How fain would he Majcltick Steps have trod, ;” 
And worſhip'd be, nay worlhip'd by a God ? 
But the wiſe Prince of Light doth firaight advance | 
To chgck his bold and vain Extravagance, {1 


Declares 


hap.3-  Apolon routed, 43 
eclares his pow'r, and ſhakes the awfull Rod 5 
hou ſhalt not(what? )tempt(who ?)) the Lord thyGod ? 
his well-plac'd ſtroak did Satan quite contound 3 
He cannot fiay, yet's loth to quit the ground. 
at ſeeing, that he needs muſt now be gone 3 
: Looks back, and grins, and hawling,thus goes on. 


- 


Apollyon. 


-- 


| Although I find thou art for me too firong, 


et Fle revengcd be, tor all the wrong 
I have ſuſtain'd, either on thee or thine 3 
For which the powers of Hell ſhall all combine, 
) |T* engage thee in another ſort of Fight, 
Although at preſent I am bafled quite. 
{Moreover, this I turther have to ſay, 
;So long as thoudolt in this Country (tay, 
?/Be ſure of troubles thou ſhalt have thy h1l, 
'Ple ſett my Servants on thee, and they will, 
By help from mc, add ſorrows to thy dayes, 
Strew all thy Paths with Thorns,and croſs thy ways, 
Ile render thee as odious as I can, 
That thou mayli be diſown'd by every man. 
What I, and all Infernal Powers can do, 
To make thce miſerable. or o rethrow 
+ The great Defign,which thou art come about, 
We are reſolved now to work 1t out. 
© And though thou thinkſt this Soxl tor to obtain, 
{I icll thee now Lhave her in my Chain 3 


And 


44 _ 'Apollyon vanquiſy4. Book I; 


And doubt not but I there ſhall hold her faſt, 

Till tired out, thy love be over-paſt. 

Nay let me tell thee further in thine Ear, 

She unto thee doth perteRt hatred bear : 

Thee, nor thy Portion doth ſhe like at all, 
Although for her thou doſt thy (elf inthrall, ; 
And into Troubles and afflictions bring : 

What wiſe man ever would do ſuch a thing ? 
What love, where thou no love art like to have, 
Tho thou the ſamea thouſand times ſhould Crave? 
Tf this proves not moſt true, then me you ſhall 
The Father of Lies hereafter Juſtly call. 

Boaſt not this Conquelt, though I go my way, 


| Fle meet thebetter Arm'd another day. 


A hideous Clapy of Thunder then was heard, 
And ſireight the curſed Spirit diſappeard. 
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IChap. 4, Angels ſing, 45 
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CHAP. III 


Shewing what joy there was in Heaven amongſt the An- 
gels, upon the great Vidtory obtained over the black 
King. Shewing alſo how affeftionately in_ a ſweet 
heavenly manner, the Prince of light after this ſaluted 

& the Soul be came 10 ſave, for whoſe ſake he had 
paſſed throw all theſe ſorrows. And how the ungrate= 
ful blind & deluded wretch ſlighted and diſpiſed bim 
in her Heart 3 chooſing rather to hearken ro, and fide 
withApollyon, King of Darkneſs,and to entertain the 
Monſter of pollution, ſenſual Luſts, than to become 
a Spouſe to ſo glorious a Prince; pretending ſhe knew 
bim not, neither would ſhe believe he was the ſon of 
God, the bleſſed and eternal Potentate demanding 
figns of him, Shewing upon this what ſtrange and 
wonderful Miracles he wrought amongſt the people, 
who notwithſtanding all vent about 10 kill bim, And 
how he was forc d to fly from one Country to another, 
to preſerve his life. And what hardſhips and difficul- 
ties he paſſed through , for love be bore to the poor 


Creature, 
N* ſooner had this Overthrow been given, 
P.a N But Troops of Angels did deſcend from Hea-" 
Unto this Prince with great Congratulation, (ven, 
Yeilding to him all humble Adoration. 


Ah 


46 Chriſt's Invitation. Book 


Ah! how the glorious Seraphims did ſing, 
Bringing freſh Bayes of Triumph to their King. 
They come to ſerve him, as\gyas jult and right, 
Becauſe his En*emy he hathputgto flight. 


Let Heaven rejoyce, and Earthrefound his praitc; 


For victory or'e him, who did always | 
Diſturb the Earth.and whom none could withfiand; 
Such was his ſtrength and force in ev'ry Land. 


Now might one hope the Prince from trouble's tree 

And quickly will in his Afairs ſucceed, 

Wherein he hath ſuch great obſtructions met, 

Since firſt his feet upon the Earth were ct. 

Kindly he now doth the poor Sorl ſalute, 

And with ſuch fervency begins his ſuit 3 | 

And in ſuch fort he did himſelf declare. | 

That none in Woing could with him compare. | 

No Orator on Earth like him could ſpeak, q 
4 
| 


| 


So powertully, and {ſweet enough to break 

And melt a breaſt of Stecl, or heart of Stone, 

If well his words be weigh'd and thought upon. 
He to this purpoſe doth falute her Ears 

Some times with fighs,fometimes with bitter tears, 


Prince of Light. 


Look unto me, dcar Soul ! behold *tis I, 
Wholov'd thee deeply trom Eternity 3 
Who at at thy doors do ſtand, oh let mein, 
And do not harken to that Monſter, SIN, 


Refuſe 


| 


{Chap. 4. Anofer of Love. _. 47 
{Refuſe me not, becauſe my thoughts deſcend 
Below themſelves, ſo tar to recommend 
My deareſt Love to theez although thatT 
No Beauty can at all in thee eſpy : 
{:) I love not as your Earthly Lovers doe; 
*Tis Beauty that engages them to woo, 
1d! Or the great Portion, or the Vertuous mind : 
There's none of theſe in thee that Ican find. 
> Yet my Aﬀections burn, and Love's ſo much, 
No mortal ever did experience ſuch, 
' Why doſt thou frown? Ah doth thy hardned Brow, 
Not made at hr(t to wrinkle, wrinkle nov ? 
I am a Perſon of no mean Degree, 
Although my heart is fixt and ſet on thee, 
| My Father, who hath ſent me, is moſt highz 
| He rules above, and all beneath the Sky. 
{All Kingdoms of this World they are his own, 
Whether inhabited, or yet unknown. 
To this great Monarch( Soul ) Tam moſt dear, 
* What ere he has is mine, I am his Heir, 
His choice Delight, his Joy, and only Son, 
ws, Moreover, He and I am only one. 
' My Father is in me, in him am I, 
And was with him from al! Eternity . 
There's many Manſions in his Houſe, and there 
Ot all Delight thou ſhalt enjoy thy ſhare. 
' Yle raiſe thee unto Honour and Renown) 
And arch thy Temples with a radiant Crown! 
| In Robes of State Vle clothe thee every day, 
if All glorious within ſhall thy Array 


Be 
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Be wrought of fineſt needle-work fo bright, _ | 
As ſhall tranſcend and dazle mortals fight. } 
Then clear thine Eyes, and puritie thy Mind, | 
Accept my Love, and to thy ſelt be kind, : | 
All theſe Advantages thou ſure ſhalt find, . 
' But oh! ſuch ſtubborn dulneſs who can bear ? y 
This Sox! ſeem'd not to mind, or lend an Eare C 
To any thing the Lord did thus declare 3 ; 
But lay like one a ſleep or rather dead, . 
| Being by other Lovers tallſely led. 
She rather cntertains him with a ſcoff, 1 
And frames ſlight Anfwers tor to put him off ; _ 
Would not believe he was of fuch deſcent 3 
His ſighs; nor Tears, could move her to relent, \,, 
Bur joyns in League with other bitter Foes, 
Who did contemptuouſly his Grace oppeſe. F 
\ 
og 


- 
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Signes they demand, and tokens to be given, 

To make it known that he was ſent from H:ave 
He graciouſly to this did-condeſcend, q 
That from Reproach he might himſelf defend, 5 
To manifeſt he no Deceiver was, j 
Strange things in fight ot all he brought to pals: j 
The Miracles he wrought did all amaze, ? 
And highett wonder in the People raiſc. / 
The Lame and Impotent he made to walk, 7 
The Blind he caus'd to ſee, the Dumb to talk 3 | 
Nay, ſuch as were born blind, he made to ſee 3 *# 


/ - Whichnever any did, nor could, but he. [ 


His Love was ſuch, he daily went about | 
To hnd the Sick, and the Diſtreſſed cut. þ 
A 


| 


| 


1 Chap:4: Wonderful Miracles, 49 


'All kind of fad Diſeaſes he did heal 
'No Friend like him unto the Common-weal: 
[The Feaver, Phrenſy, and the Leproſy, 
> [Were all remov'd by him moſt ſpeedily; 
) *Yea, Bloody-fluxes too by him were curd, 
When all the Dotors could no help afford : 
e rroug) all they had were on Phyſicians ſpent, 
!Yct whole by him they all were gratis ſent. 
®Twas mecr Compatlion,Bowels, and ſweet Love; 
And not Reward, did this Phyſician move. 
By theſe bleſ(s'd deeds he ſoon obtain'd a Name, 
Andall the Country Eccho'd with his Fame 
$0 that vaſt multitudes did daily croud 
Aftcr Him, and implore his Help aloud. 
Poor wretches who with Devils were poſſelt; 
And ſorely griev'd, could fee no hopes of reſt, 
Were all dcliver'd by his mighty Hand. 
'elSuch Pow't had he HelF's power to Command, 
[That it he ſaid, Satan, come out, [traight-way 
He forced was this Prince for to obey. 
Thus as with ſmalleſt touch he heaPFd their Evils; 
{S. He with « word caſt out the fouleſt Devils. 
Nay, more than this, that he might quite remove 
All doubts trom her he did fo dearly love, 
\ [That ſhe might know he power had to fave, 
> He rais'd thedead to Life, though in the Grave 
The Corps had buricd been full four days; 
This very thing mult needs his Glory raiſe, | 
e till went on, and more ſtrange things did do, 
F hough very few to him did kindneſs ſhow, 
E t 


; 
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Is it not plain he can do what he liſt, 
Who holds the mighty Winds as in his hiſt ? 
He that gave bounds unto the Sea and Land, 
What is not in his Power to command ? | 
He that doth ſuck the Clouds out of the Seas, 

And makes them fall again where ere he pleaſe 3 
He that doth brake th* amazing Thunder- Crack, 
And bid the raging trighttul Seas go back 3 

That doth the dreadtul angry Ocean lil], 

And call Heavn's Mctcors to obey his Will; 

That counts the Sands,and doth the Stars ſurvey, 
And' Hills and Mountains 1n a Pallance weigh 
No other Name for him can be Afſign'd, 

But God moſt high, Febovah uncontin'd. 

The precious Name, which to this Prince is giver 
Shews who he is 3 he's call'd The Lord from Heave 
Another Title doth the ſame expreſs 

Heis Febovah, our Righteouſneſs. 

Do not his Works, and his moſt glorious Name, 
His blefled Nature unto all proclaim ? 

Shall not the Soul this gractous Lord receive ? 
Who worketh Wonders, that ſhe may bclicvc. 
Sure it the Soul did doubt of his deſcent, 

Sic now has cauſe with ſorrow to repent. 

The vileſt Atheiſt it might ſatishe, ; 
Touching his glorious Birth and Dignity 3 

Fut notwithſtanding this thoſe Evil men 

In mot baſe fort did this great Prince contciun : | 
Him 4mpioufly theygrand Impoſltor call, 
And with toul Blaſphemics upon him tall. 


Thou 
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Though in his life there was no ftain nor ſpot, 
Yet they would needs his Converſation blot :; 
Behold, {aid they, a perſon gluttonous ! 

You ſeldom read of any charged thus. 

But that's not all, Drwnkenneſs next did they 
Unto the charge of this Juſt Perſon lay. 

They did him often a Wine-bibher call, 

That odious they might render him to all. 

His holy Doctrine too they did deſpiſe, 


' And horrid things on that Account deviſe, 


As it he taught all men to violate 

God's holy Law, and thereby tolerate 

All kind of fin, pollution, and offence 
Though of the Law he had ſuch reverence, 
As none had more, anddaily ſhew'd his Love 
Un:o the ſame, in ſiriving to remove 
Thoſe falſe and evil Glofſes, whereby they 
Its purer ſpiritual part had thrown away. 
His Company and Country they upbraid, 
Yea, and the Education which he had. 

But that which may all perſons moſt amaze, 


| * Was thoſe Reports which they of him did raiſe, 


As if that he ſome curs'd Familiar had. 

They cry, he hath a Devil, and is mad : 

When he the unclean ſpirits does caſt out, 

By th* Prince of Devils he brings it about 5 

Thoſe ſtrange and wondrous things we ſee are 
Areall perform'd by Belzebrnb alone. ( done, 


And them to coyn Black-ſlanders till invite, 


' | Thusdid Apollyon thew his helliſh ſpight, C 


v4 Againſt this glorious Prince of Peace and Light- 
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But though they did blaſpheme,and him diſdain; 
He bore it all, reviling not again 3 
But ſtill retains his kindneſs, hopes to find 
The Soul hereafter in a better mind. 

For now he ſaw ſhe was of ſenſe bercav'd, 

And by the Devil grievouſly decciv'd. 

But oh! conſider what a Lover's here, 

Who all theſe oft-repeated wrongs would bear, 

And not be goncin fury and diſdain, 

Leaving her ſubje& to Eternal pain. 

To ſuffer thus in's Perſon, and his Name, 

And undergo all this Reproach and Shame, 

And yet continue conſtant in his Love, 

This from her breaſt might ſure all ſcruple move 3 

Nor was this all, tor {till he's toſt about, ] 

And Malice daily hnds new projects out, 

How to torment and grieve his tender heart, 

Yer nothing could from her his kindneſs part. 
| 
l 


They now with lic temptations on him ſet, 
To draw himin, and ſome Advantage get. 
This with kind Anger curled his bleſt Blood, 
To fee how ſtoutly they withliood their good. \ 
It hlPd his Feart with ſorrow, made him grieve, / 
They to hard-hearted were not to believe 3 ( 
Tho he molt mighty works among them wrought, \ 
Yet to enſnare him they occaſions ſought. ( 
Their eempting bim, I hind did grieve him more, | \ 
Than all the vile Aﬀronts he met before, | ( 
Hcre might I ſtop, to reaſon with the Fews, {| 
Who him deny, and flight the Goſpel news. | 
May | 


- 
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 Heall Religion quickly might o're-throw ; , 
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Chap. 4. He is the true Meſſiah. 53 


May not his Miracles convince you quite, 


| He was the true Mecthas, Prince of Light ; 


How dare you to deny matter of Fact, 

That he thoſe great and mighty things did a& ? 
For they were not in private Corners done, 

Put before all, in open face *oth Sun, 

Your Fathers might with caſe laid o'pe the chear, 
Shame the Impoliure, and the plot deteat, 

If any grounds they had for to decry, 


The Man himſelf, or his firange works deny. 


Befides ( you know ) Foſephus he doth own, 


- There was at that ſame time ſuch a blett One, 


And for him had fo great a veneration, 
That thus I find of him he makes Relation : 
In the time of Tiberius's Reign ( faith he ) 

One FESUS livd, a Man ( if*t lawful be 
To call bim ſo ) for He range things did do, 


' Ta mighty Miracles--- This Records thow, 


But you perhaps in your forefathers ſtcad, Q 
Arc apt to think he by the Devil did (noGs 
Thoſe great and wondrous things of which we £ 
Now this is ſo abſurd, ridiculous, 

And vain, tis tirange men ſhould be chcared thus , 
Can any think the God o'th Univerſe 

Would be untaithtul, as to change the courſe 

Ot Naturc, meerly to aſſert a Lye? 

What Odium herc is thrown on's Majeſty ! 

Could Satan all theſe real Wonders do, 


Ec The 
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The fouleſt Errors make the world believe ; 

And him for the true God men would receive, 4 

This is to ſet the Devil in God's place, 

And bring the Holy One into Dilgrace 3 | 

T” aſcribe his glorious Attributes to one 

That fain would be exalted in the Throne. | 
| 
| 


I - 


What Help or Touchfione then can Mortals have, 
Their precious Souls from Satan's wiles to ſave, * 
If real Miracles perform he can ? 
This too would ſhow God mindleſs were of Man: 
And Moſzs who in Egypt Wondcrs wrought, 
Might into Shame and great contempt be brought}! 
It this once granted be, which you would have, 
Moſes ot old your Fathers might deceive. 

Why might not he by th? Devil's power do 
Thoſe mighty Miracles, which Scriptures Show 
He wrought in Egypt. and at the Red-Sea ? ( | 
Againſt your Law *ewould be as ſtrong a plea, } , 
And thus both Teſtaments *twould throw away. | 
To the Magicians could the Devil have given ; 
Such power as Moſes had recciv'd from Heaven, 
He would ſuch equal works have made appcar 3 
None ſhoul:l have cry*d, The finger of God is here, 
But now as Moſes did this way contutec 

His faithle(s focs, who did with him diſpute, 
By greater dceds, and all their Arts o'rc-throw, | 
The {clt-fame thing did FESUS alfo do. 

I he ſtrongeſt Arguments he then did uſe, 

For to convince the unbelicving Fews, 


4 
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| 
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* Believe me not : but if they witneſs give, 
.. How unexcuſ3ble then will they you leave ? 


”——” OS 


' Whom he detign'd the Conſort of his Throne 3 


| And they thereby were filenc'd all together : 


4 Peſidcs his works which were divinely done ; 


/ 
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Were the great Signs &wonders which he wrought, 
And did this way retell what ere they thought, 
| Againſt his Perſon, or his Doctrine cither , 


My works, faith he, to me do witneſs give, 
And for their ſake you ought me to believe. 
For if that I ſuch mighty works do'nt dy, 


As noe ere did or can pretend unto, 


He alſo had a witneſs trom Great Fohn, 


And God himſelt from Heaven witneſs bore, 
| Sogreat a Witneſs ne*re was heard before. 

The written Word likewiſe this Truth did tell, 

It they the ſame would have conlider'd well : 

And therctore ſearch the Scriptures, Sirs, ſaith he, 

For they are thoſe which teſtifie of me. 

Thus every way you fee the proots are plain, 

He was the true Mctlias you have ſlain 

Therefore repent you unbelieving fervs 3 

With fained ſcandals longer don't abuſe ! C 

Your blcfled Lord, nor 's Goſpel more refuſe, 
The dangerous troubles of the Prizce of Light, 

The ſcandals that he met with, and the ſpight 

The hatred by that Soxl unto him ſhown, 


Her weak pretences for this cauſelcls (corn, 
And with what wond'rous patience it was born! 
E 4 How 
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How ſhe receiv'd him with a ſcornful Brow, 

We have in part ſet forth, and allo how 

By mighty Signs and Wonders he did prove | 

Both his divine Aſcent, and matchleſs Love. ; 
But now the Reader with attentive Ear, 

And longing mind, deſires, *tis like, to hear 

How the poor blinded Sozl behav'd her now ; 

Does ſhe not ſtraight unto his Scepter buw ? 

Doth ſhe not yield, and readily conſent 

To cloſe with him, and heartily repent 

She ever did his precious Love abule, 

And ſuch a Proffer wiltully refule ? | 

He ample proot and witneſs now hath given, 

That he was ſent down to her out of Heavenz *" 

His Noble Birth, and Sovereign Dignity 

Sure now ſhe can't, nay dares not to dcny : 

What can lhe further ſay, I pray what more 


mr” 
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Hath ſhe to urge, to keep him out o'th Door ? 
Or, has he left her, and will come no more ? 
What Prince would ever put up ſo much wrong, 
Or wait upon a ſtubborn Soul ſo long ? 

Or who would cver make another tryal, 

That has fo often had ſuch flat denyal ? 

Ah, no! he can't, his Lovc's fo great and ſtrong, 
He hopes {ti}] to obtain her Love cre long. 

Sce how with tears and ſighs, and melting heart, 
He woos, intreats, and doth his Love impart, 

As one reſolv'd he'l no denial have : 

True Loyers preſs their ſuit ev'n to the Grave. 


_ 


Prince \ 


|Chap. 4. Nothing in the Soul, &c, 7 | 


Prince of Light. 


| 'Tis not Ungrateſulneſs which yet can change 
My purpoſe, or my heart from thee clirange. 
'My tirong Aﬀections on thee are fo hixt, 
:That nought has them remov'd , or come betwixt 
My Soul and thine; but had'T lov'd thy face, 
And that alone, my kindneſs had giv*n placez 
My ſlightcd ſuit ſhould long cre this have ended, 
'And never more on thee had I attended. 
Or,did I love thee for thine Heav'nly Eye, 
{I then might court Angelick Majelty : 
Or, if the ſmoothneſs of thy Whiter Brow 
- Could charm mine cyes, or mine affections bow 
Tooutward Objects, polliſht Marble might 
av given as much content, as much delight. 
No, no, *tis neither brow, nor lip, nor eyc, 
Nor any outward thing I can elpy, 
That has or could ſurprize my tender heart : 
I know thy Nature, who, and what thou art. 
Noris it Vertue in a homely Calc; 
Wherein lies hid much rich and precious grace, 
Together rarcly mixt, whoſe worth doth make 
Me love the Casket tor the Jewels fake : 
'Tis none of this! My eye doth pierce within, 
But nothing there can I behold but Sin. 
'The reaſon of my Paſſion wholly les 
Within my Self, from whence it hrit did rife, 
e | Ard 
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And though thou canſt not it at preſent ſee, 

Thou ſhalt, if thou wilt hearken unto me, 

O come, poor Soul! and give me but thy heart, 

And unto thee choice Love I will impart. 

I come to call thee, and docall again ; 

O ſhall I not of thee my Suit obtain! ] 

Doft not perccive what I tor thee endure ? 

And may not all this thy Love to me procure ? 

The Soul {cem'd not atall to mind this F riend,g, 

Nor would ſhe yet to him attention lend: A 

She could not in him any beauty ce, 

Nor did the know her own fad miſcry. T 

She bid him then depart, and faid to all, 'T 

He had no form nor comelineſs. And (hall A 
A 
1 


I *gainſt my tancy fooliſhly admirc, 
Wherc I no bcauty ſec to tempt dclire ? 
Whillt he was thus extending forth his Love, g 


And ftudying all obttructions to remove, 7 
That fo he might the Souls affections get, \ 


Bchold, his Enemics with malice (ct 

Themſelves againlt him with fych horrid rage, 

It ſeems no lcfs than's ruin to prelage. 2 

Ah! tor this Prince methinks my hcart doth ak - 

To ſce what head apaintt him they do make. | 

Eut that which doth the greatcli trouble bring, + 
/ 
[ 


Is to ſee th* Soul combine againſt the King. 

Dtd ever creature dcal thus by a Lovcr, 

Or ever {uch inhumanenc(s diſcover ? 

What hurt did this dear Prince unto her do, | 
That the would feck his utter overthrow ? '1 


k hap. 4. His Life in danger. 


$ this to yecompence his fervent Love ? 
| What will ſhe now a Traitor to him prove ? 
» [f ſhe his Love will not accept, mult ſhe 

xpoſe him thus to ſhame and miſery ? 

love to Sin, and hlthy Luli fo ſwcer, 
That Feſus mult be trodden under fect ? 
Becauſe he would that Contract break aſunder, 
This ſurcly is Earth's ſhame and Heavens wond 
'AVhat ? he that went about {till doing good, 
And in the gap of danger always ſtood 
Them to Defend from Ruin, ah ! ſhall he 
The object of their Rage and Malice be? 
He that to thera no harm did do or think, 
And yct mult hc this bittcr potion drink ? 
Ah, precious Lord! how doth my ſpirit gricve, 


d 
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To think what wrong trom them thou didltreceivc; 
” $o ktrange their malice, and fo herce their ſpight, 


That if God's Word did not the ſame rccitcs 

Who thercunto would any Credence give, 

Or the Rclation of their Deeds believe ? 
But, how was he «xpos'a, what did they do? 


*Tis that ( fay ſome ) that we would have you ſhove. 
\ Their hcarts were hIPd with wrath, & up they riſe, 


And thruſt him out o'th City: then deviſe 
To get him up to th' brow of a great Hill, 


And calt him headlong down,trom thence they will 
| Break all his bones, and kill him out o'th way 3 


This they dcefigned Holy Authors lay. 
Not that their Cruelty performed was, 
; Forthrough the midti of them he tree did pals. 


His 
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His Pow*r Divine did his ProteQor ſtand, 
And reſcued him from all this treacherous Eand. 
Again, as he ſtood tendering his Love, 
Striving their vain Objections to remove, 
That ſo theymight not all be ruin'd quite, 
And blind-fold led to ſhades of endleſs night. 
The common Rabble in a Tumult got, 
Threaten to kill him on the very ſpot (take, 
With hearts more hard than ſtone, up ſtones they 
And throwing, vow they'l his Sepulcre make : 
By which cruel ſhow'r of Flints he now mult dic, 
Unleſs through them he's able to *ſcape by z 
Which by his mighty Power indeed he did, 
And carctully from them himſelt he hid : 
And yet all this was on no other ground, 
But becauſe he their wiſdom did confound : 
*Cauſc hc ſtood up the Truth to teſtihe, 
And witneſs to his own Divinity : 
Bec uſc he ſaid, he was ſent down from Heaven, 
From Place to Place this Prince was daily drivcn. 
No ſooner werc his feet out of one ſnare, 
But ten 1th room thereof deviſed were. - 
Of killing him in Jury was a talk, 
To Galilee therefore he thought ht to walk 5 
But fiaid not long, for to Feruſalem 
He quickly went to ſhew himſelt to them : 
And though he knew his Life they daily ſought, 
Yet in the Temple openly he taught, 
And did again his Suit of Love renew, 
Yet would the Sol no kindneſs to him (hcw. 

Long :. 
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Chap.4, The Officers admire him. 6r 


Long had he not been here, but preſently 
The Scribes and Phariſees did him cſpy, 
And ſiraight agreed their Officers to ſend, 
Him without any cauſe to apprehend: 

But when theycame, and did him ſee and hear 8 


Poor Souls ! they all moſt ſirangely ſmitten were 


With awful Reverence,and trembling fear ! 
Untoucht, they leave him, and return again 


'To tell their Maſters, Violence was vain 3 
' They highly ſpake in his juſt Commendation, 


And told his Wonders, worthy Admiration. 

Have you not brought him then? the Sc:ibes do cry : 

No Sirs, (alas) we ſee no reaſon why 3 

We never ſaw, nor heard the like : Who can 

Lay hands on ſuch a bleſt and God-like Man ? 
Thus did the Prince eſcape their Rage that day, 
But other Snares Apollyon (till did lay. 


CHAP. V. 
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CHAP. Y. 
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Shewing how the people of that Land in a baſe man; z 
ner wſed John the belrwed ſervant of Jclus, wo 


Prince of Light, who ( for his Maſter's ſake ) wa 
barbarouſly murthered ; And bow narrowly th 
Prince him{elf eſcaped. As alſo ſhewing how | * 


4 


again and again tendered his indeared love bj * 


ze Soul, and . bow unkindly ſhe denied hi 


Suit, Moreoer, how Vicinius- ( 2 Neighbor | 
hearing of ths great News, enquired of Theo! 
| logus concerming the Creature this Prince in ſuch ; 


mauner had (ct 1:5 affections upon. T be: miſerabl! 


and dep!orable condition of the Sou! diſcovered anh 
laid open, being infe@ted with a loathſome Diſeaſe fail 
of Ulcers and R znring ſores from head to foot, 
naked, wounded ar in ber blood, her eyes alſo be 
ing put 04, an d this the Prince bnew before he cam 
tr am. Heaven, EE 2; Comntry : ſhewing, that a 
the was in ver fakin ftate, ſhe was the objec of by 
love and def [its 


Efore this Prince did in that Land appear, 
His fervant came Fs way for to prepare, | 

Such an Ambaſiidour he was indceds 

That we ot him in Sacred Story rcad 
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hap. 5. John, barbaroaſly murthered, 6 


That of a!l thoſe that born oft Women are, 
_[None wasfo great, nor with him might compare. 


Yet was the King of that ſame Land fo bald, 
As on this gracious Perſon to lay hold, 
And into a vile Priſon calt is he, 
For witnetfling againli Iniquity. 
Herod would marry one molt near of Kin, 
But John afhrms that *tis an horrid fin, 
For him to have his Brother Philip's Wite: 
And for aſſerting this, he loſt his Lite. 
To plcaſe a wanton Harlots Dancing pride, 
The Prophet's head trom's body they divide. 
This doubtleſs did his Maſter greatly gricve, 
To {ce they ſhould him thus of Fobn bereave; 
His ſervant Fobn, whom all the people own 
Tc be a Prophet, yea a mighty one 3 
Though the chict work that he was ſent abour, 
Was to deſcribe and point this Saviour out. 
He taithtul was, and ſhow'd his conſtant Love, 


+ Told them his Prince deſcended trom above: 
* So Great, in pow, the Latchets ot his ſhoes 


He was not worthy to unty, or looſc. 

The loſs of ſuch a Servant needs muli be 

Great ground of ſorrow. But, alas! It we 
With care do mind what attcr came to pals, 
We {hall conclude with him much worle it was. 
For Herod now, like to his Predeceſſor, 
Proceeds from tin to fin, until no letfer 

A Crime he does attempt, than tor.to kill 

The Prince of Light himſelf, Thereby to t:1! 


3 


His 


64 Feſws's Life in danger. Book,l] ( 
His meaſure up, as ſome before had done, N 
For ſeeking the dear Lite of this Juſt one, A 
But of this Plot he had ſuch Information, G 


- 


As quite defeated their black Combination. A 
Ah! to and fro, how was hedaily hurld, 'N 
Whilt he abode in this ungratetul World. 'B 
His perſecutions were {o great, that He 'F 
Was often forced tor his Lite to flee, 'I 


To flit from Town to Town, trom place to place! 
For, Blood-hound like, they did him daily chafc. | 7 
From Fury to Samaria he did po, _ 
And down from thencc to Galilee blow. ( 
From Nazareth he ficd to Capernaum, | 
And lonz he tiaid not when he thither came : 

For he was toli about continually, 7 
And found no Harbor nor (ccurity. J 
Sometimes quite beyond Fordan he would gct, | 
Yet even there with dangers was bclct, ] 
Small Refi, alas, he had in tull three years, 

His days wcrc fll'd with torrow, tighs and tears. 
Oft may wc read he wept, but never hnd 
He laught, or was © mcrriment inclin'd. 
The Prophet ſaid, w.t5 grief re was acquainted, 7 
When long betore he forth his Perſon pointed, |] 
And few there were did him at all regard, 
So blinded were their Eys, their Hearts ſo hards | | 
He was deſpis'd almott by every one, | 
Rejected fcorntully and trod upon. 
And the poor Sox!, tor Love of whom he came, |} 
Expos'd him daily to the pgrcateli ſhame. 


No 


Chap.5. The cauſe of bis cruel uſage. 63 


No countenance would ſhe to him affotd, 
Although fo high a Prince, ſo great a Lord: 
She bid him hold his peace, his Suit delilt, 
Andall's indearing proffers did refit. 
| No more would ſhe vouchſafe his tace to ſee, 
But hid her ſelf from him continually, 
| Far from his preſence with delight ſhe rouls 
' In filthy Puddles, and in Loathſom holes: 
> Nay, did combine with his moſt Cruel Foes, 
| To lay upon him ſtripes and bitter Blows 3 
To break his heart with often ſaying Nay 3 
Or by ſurprize him bloodily to ſlay. 
hiedl 
But fomemay ask, Why t/? people of that Land 
Did riſe againſt him thus on every hand ? 
' Why ſhould they manifeſt ſuch cauſeleſ# hate, 
' When he'd not injure them at any rate, 
But ſought their peace and everlaſting good ? 
'Tis pity ſuch a Prince ſhould be withſtood. 
| Anſw. 
One Reaſon, Sirs, of this their baneful ſpight; 
Was meerly *cauſe he was the Prince of Light, 
'Twas from that bitter enmity you read 
Between the Serpent's and the Woman's ſced, 
Another cauſe of the Contempt they ſhow, 
Is*cauſe they neither him, nor *s Father know. 
: But that which moſt of all their Hatred breeds, 
| Is his reproving of their Evil deeds: 
Becauſe he did expoſe each horrid Sin, 
Yea, and ript up their filthinefs within 3 
0 F Through 
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66 Chriſt at the Sinners door. Book I, 


Through each Religious Mask, and trim diſguiſe, 
Their canker'd Brealis lay open to his Eys. 

He knew their Hearts, & them he would not ſpare, 
And thence to him ſuch Malice they did bear. 
But *twas Apollyon, (whole deceit and Lies 


Abroad amongſt the people did deviſe ) 

Moſt of theſe Troubles which on him did riſe. 
No ſtone that Monſter Icft unturn'd, tl:at he 
Might bring this Soveraign Prince to miſery, , | 
Though all in vain : For he miſcounts his ſum, 
Alas ! the tatal hour's not yet come. 

Chriſt {ti]l perfifts the {tubborn Soul to woo, 
Intreats her, not her {clt thus to undo. 

He'is not gone, bchold, he's. at her door, 

And patiently Admitlion doth implore. 

Me knocks, he calls, and doth his Suit renew, 
Until the Heavens his gracious Head bedew, | 
until his Locks with drops o'th Night are wet, |} 
And yet trqm her can no kind Anſwer get. | 
Oh! hark I pray unto his melting words, | 
Enovgh to pierce ones heart, like ſharpeſi ſword - 


Prince of Light. ( 


Soul ! Harken to me or thou art undone, 
{ cannot leave thee thus, nor yet be gone, 
I ſee thy late 5 thy fate I pity too, 
Thy treachcrous Lovers ſeck thine overthrow. 
It isin vain toy me to ask thy Love, . 


Until thou breakii with them, and doſi remove il 
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Thy Heatt from thoſe that thy AﬀeGtions have, 
Who to vile Lults thy Facultics iaflave. 

What doſt thou think I can have in mine Eye? 
What (elt-advantage will accrew thereby ? 
What gain I, if thou granreſt my requelt? 

All that Ibeg *s thy greateli Intcrelt, 

I ever happy was, and fo ſhall be, 

Although at preſent thus diſtreſt for Thee: 


, How can'fi thou, cruel Soul, thus let me ſtand, 


Barr'd out of Doors, whilſt others do command 
The choiceſt Room within thy yielding Brealt, 
Lodgings too good for ſuch delirudtive Gueſts, 
Believe me, porſonous Toads and Serpents lurk 
Within thine Arms, which will thy ruin work : - 
Thoſe Lovers which thou keep'ſt ſo cloſe within 
Are Murderers. Trutt not that Monltcr 5 T1 N, 

Nor any of his Helliſh Company 3 

For though no harm thou doſt at preſent fpy, 

But wantonly preſum'li to ſport and play, 

And canlt not ſee the fatal ſnares they lay : 

Soul ! o'pe the Door, and Ple.difcover all 

The ſecret Plots, deviſcd for thy fall; 

Or, puſh the Window back, let in ſome light, 
And I will ſhew thee a moſt diſmal fight : 

Thy (elf I'le ſhew thee,which could{t thou behold, 
Thou'dlt ſee thou art undone, betray'd and fold 
To ſlavery, from whence there's no Redemption, 
Torments, from wch ther's not the lealt exemption, 
Then wake,look now, behold thy wretched plight, 
Or {iraight thou r't ſcized with eternal Night. 
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The Soul is deaf, or certainly ſhe's dead, 
Or by ſome pow'rful Magick Charms miſled : 
For ſhe no Anſwer in the leaſt doth give : | 
Sad *tis with them whom Satan doth deceive. | 
How blind are Creatures in their natural fiate? 
Oh! how inſenſible and deſperate ! 
They ſleep ſecurely, and will never hear, 
Till direful Thunder bore their ſtupid Ear: 
Boldly they frollick on Hell's ſmoaky Brink, 
And never on its gaping dangers think, 
Till \wallow'd down, to cndlels flames they fink. ) 


But ſilence now ! Here comes a Reverend Friend, | 
A Servant to the Prince, pray, Sirs, attend: 
He's ſent about the Bulineſs that's depending, 
Oh! that it might obtain an happy ending : 
He is a man his Malter loves moti dear, 

And he to him doth like Aﬀection bear : 

His int'reſt he will now be ſure t* improve, 
That all obſtructions he may quite remove, 
Which in the way of the poor Soul doth lie, 
For whoſe fad fate, lo! tears ſtand in his Eye: 
His Heart is full, his Spirit greatly griev'd, 
To think how ſhe by crafty Sin's deceiv'd 
And ſceing what his glorious Maſter bears, 

His Soul's almoſt diſſolved into Tears. 


Theologut 


E 
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| Theologue. 
| | I from the Great and mighty Prince am ſent., 
©*' To ee, vile Soul ! If thou wilt yet repent, 
And o'pe thy Eyes to view what thou halt done. 
 Inpiercing the dear heart of ſuch an one, 
As is that Soveraign Lord thou doft abuſe, 
And all his offers ſhametully refuſe. 
: Two things confider throughly : hilt of all, 
* Thy ſadand wretched ſtate under the Fall, 
* Which thou received{i many years ago, 
d, | When Egen's Groves bewail'd thine overthrow. 
| Ah! Didit thou know thy loſt undone Condition. 
Sure it muſt move thee unto great Contrition 3 
- *Twould make thee roar, and mightily condole 
' Thy woful ſtate, O! thou condemned Soul ! 
The ſecond thing is this, O! mind with ſpeed. 
The worth of him whoſe Soul for thee doth blecd ! 
Didfſt thou but know his Dignity and Birth, 
Soon would thou ſay, nove's like him wpon Earth. 
Nor is this all : for turther I declare 
* No other helpthou haſt, taroff, or near 3 
"Tis he who is thy choice and only Friend 1 
| Reject him fill, and ſad will be thine end, 
; Shall he ſuch gricf and ſorrow undergo ? 
' And unto him wilt thou no kindneſs thow ? 
' Would he thy guilty Soul from Treaſon tree, 
2" By making of a martiage-Leagye with thee ? 
ÞB: F 3 Shall 


70 The Sinner's Anſwer. Book I, 


* Shall not his Love, nor thy diſtreſſed Caſe, 
Court thee in prudence to his fate Embrace ? 


Will nothing work upon thee to Relent, 

Nor be a means to bring thee to Repent ? 

I pray thee, Soul ! theſe things lay to thy heart, 
And unto me thy true Refolve impart. 


Soul, 


What mean you thus to vex and grieve my mind? 
My Heart's to other Lovers more inclin'd, 

It lies not in your power, to command 

Againſt my will : and well I underſtand 

What's beli for mes 1 am for preſent eaſe : 

He ſuits not my Conditions, doth not plcaſe 

My curious fancy 1 le content mine Eye, 

Will you the liberty of Choice deny ? 

You mult indeed have ſome mylterious Arts, 

To change the ſecret ſympathies of Hearts - 

If that you ever make me to comply, 

So as to loath the Jewel of mine Eye. 

What! torce Aﬀection ? who can violate 

The Law of Nature ? weigh my preſent ſtate : 
Can Earth forget her burthcn , and aſcend ? 

Or yet, can Flames afpiring downward bend ? 

For if Fire ſhould defecnd, and Earth afpire 3 
Earth were no longer Earth, nor Fire, Fire. 

Evcn fo, dear Sir ! I hnd it is with mes | 
Conſonting. Lao more my {elt (hall be, | 


: 
| 
o 


As Love is free, fo are its bonds as ſtrong 

| As Death to break them is a grievalis Wrong, 
{ Can the kind Heavens do a damage greater, 

| Than to deſtroy and ruin their poor Creature ? 


| Or, (hall I think the Righteous God will fill me 


With ſuch ſtrange Joys, which it enjoy'd,will kil mc? 
CanlI bclieve things 'bove my ſenſe and rcafon ? 
And ignorant be when guilty of high Treaſon ? 
How can I think my felt a Criminal, 
_— of the tact I nothing know at all ? 
My pr reſent ſtate is good, I know no cauſe 
lame my ſclt tor breach of unknown Laws. 

=> {hall injurious Friends ſuch things alor, 
To have me place my Heart where I love not, 
And break the League with thoſe I love fo dear ? 
Theſe hard(hips are too great for me to bear, 
Thoſe Joys theretore in which 1 have delighted, 
Shall not for fancied {weetnels c*re be flighted, 
He whomyou call The glerious Prince of Light, 
Is not a perſon lovely in my fight; 
He's not ſo modiſh, pleaſant, Debonair, 
As thoſe brisk Gallants, whom my Fancy ſhare. 
I mult have other Eys wherewith to ſee, 
Bcforc he can be countenanc'd by me. 

This ſaid, away the fooliſh Soul doth fly 3 
Will hear no more, but with a fcorntul Eye 
Neglects her Bliſs,& Death s dark paths doth trace, 
Rather than Caving » Truths of Lite imbrace. 
Who bcing gone, a Neighbour does appear, 
That would be glad fully her Cate to hear. 3 

| F 4 And 


72 iinns's inq'iry. Book.l1. | C 
And that he clearly might haveit expreſt, T 
He thus himſelf to Theologue Addrelt. A 
T 

M 

Vicinus. Fi 

T 

Grave Sir ! Since in your Reverend face I read | C 
All works which do from Curteſy proceed, | $ 
Tam emboJdned to defire of you 1 
Some ſatisfaction in a point or two- 'A 
T late have heard ſome Rumours of ſuch News, MI 
As puts my wondring ſpirits to a mule: {1 


*Tis of a Prince unparallePd for Love, 

That took a Journey down from Heav'n above 
To ſeek himſclt a Spouſe and as | hear 

She unto him will no AﬀeCtion bear 

Though for Deſcent, Riches and Beauty too, 


: 


Never the like did mortal Creatures know. 

This Soul-amazing, Senſe-bereaving ſtory, 
Has h1l'd my raviſht Ears: What matchleſs Glory | ' 
Is his, whoſe Love is far beyond Expreſſion ? [7 
And what Creature is this mult have poſſciſion 
Of ſuch a glorious Heart ? Sure ſhe's no leſs i 


Than one of High Deſcent, ſome Empereſs, | 
Or Virgin Queen at leaſt, whoſe Beauty's rare, | 
Mixt with choice Vertue, both beyond compare : | ' 
The total ſum doubtleſs of every Grace, Wo 
Makes a compoſure in her Heav*nly Face E 
And there all true Perfection is united, 
To make one Phcenix, that has thus invited S 
| 0 This 
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This mighty Prince to do her ſo much Honour, 
Asſeck her Love. and ſet his Heart upon her, 
To ſue ſo earneſtly, and undertake 
Mighty Atchievements only tor her ſake 
For to encounter with a wrathful Foe, 
That ſought an univerſal overthrow 
| Of mortal Creatures, and in every Land 
| Subjected all unto his proud Command. 
' The firangenels of it ſets me all on hire, 
' And kindles in my heart a ſtrange defire, 
Impatient of delay, till you diſcover 
{ The Creature that has got ſo rare a Lover. 


: 


Theologne. 


To put a period to thy Admiration, 

| Come let thy Wonder-ſmitten Cogitation 3 

Now give attention, and I ſoon will ſhow 
The truth of what thou doſt detire to know. 
| The Creature whom this mighty Prince doth grace 
| With Love, lives very near unto this place. 
! We all do her as our next Neighbour own 3 
| Much is ſhe ta]kt of, yet but ſeldom known. 
| You (ure have heard before, ſhe was by Birth 
Ot high deſcent, the ſplendor of the Earth, 
| Unblemiſht Beauty, neither ſpot nor ſtain, 

Whilſt in her Virgin ſtate ſhe did remain. 
| To ſpeak her pedigree, in Truth ſhe ſprings 
| From no leſs Root than trom the King of Kings : 
Whom 


74 [heolopue atſcovers Book Ih 


Whom Scriptures call The Father of all Spirits ; 
And none but he that Bleſſed Name inherits, " 
From him ſhe did at firſt derive her Name, f 
And Heaven and Eartheccho'd her glorious Fatneh1c 
Fair Cynthia, Tlluftrious Queen of Night, F 
With all her borrowed Rays, ne*re ſhone fo brighthy 
The King's true Image in her face did thine. Br 
No Glory like to Glory that's Divinc. Ny 
But that which doth the greateſt Wonder raiſc, |; 
And may the quick'ſt protoundeſt Wits atnazc, {|} 


c 


Is the ſad change, and miſerable itate H 
She's in, fince hrſt ſhe did degencrate C& 
Her Lufire tarniſht, and hcr Bcauty faded, A 
Filth and Corruption.cvery part invaded : Pi 


Oh ! it was then on her this Prince did look, 
When of her God and guide ſhe was torfuok : 
For though ſhe was indecd thus nobly born, 
Her Blood is tainted, and her ſiate forlorn. 
She that in ſplendor once appear'd fo bright, |, 
Is now deform'd, and blackcr than the Night. | , 
Foul putrifaCtion doth her Beauty cover, T 
She's tull of Ulcers, and dehl'd all over, | 
Thy infection ſpreads it felt in every part, 
Her eyes, her hands, her head , but moli her heart! 
Her fcet, whoſe loyal ſteps the once divided 
To follow the great God, have fo backſlided, ] 
That they moſt {wittly trom him run aliray F 
In every lintul and forbidden way. | 
'F 
| 


Her Arms are filled with uncha(i Embraccs, 
She's (tain'd her Beauty, and loſt a'l her Graces. | | 
Hg 
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cr Breath once ſweeter than Arabian Spices, 

Vhoſe rare Perfumes make Houſes Paradiſes, 

Dfenſive 1s to all that come but near her, 

Her Tongue is ſo unclean, God loaths to hear her. 
Vhich was her Glory in her youthtul days, 

ithyhen ſhe with joy ſung forth his bleſſed Praiſc. 

But that which may ſound tiranger in thine Ear, 

And ſcem- indeed too hard for Love to bear, 

Is her Adult'rics, her uncha(t delights 

Hcr Amorous Kiſſes, wherewith ſhe invites 

Her wanton Lovers3 nothing elſe can prove 

$ much ditiaſttul to unſpotted Love 3 

As when the Embers of Luſts raping hres 

[Burn in the Boſom of unchalt defires. 

| 


Vicins. 


But ſtay, Dear Sir ! What Lover ist would kils 
A Creature loathſor, and fo vile as this ? 

And how came {he into ſo ſad a Caſe, 

That once adorned was with ſo much Grace ? 


Theol gue, 


If you kind Neighbour, pleaſc to lend an Ear, 
{ Theſe things ia ordcr I will tully clear. 
; Her Lovers arc more loathſom far than ſhe, 
| With whom ſhe's joyncd in Affinity, 
| From them the took the toul diſcaſcat arſt, 
| And ever Grcc remains vile and accurlt. 
| The 


; 
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The Serpent did beguile her with ſuch fruit, 

As did her Vitals poiſon, and pollute. 

Not that the fruit in *moral ſenſe was evil 2 

But *cauſe ſhe took it, tempted by the Devil, 
After on pain of Death it was forbid: 

Ah! twas from hence it ſo much miſchief did. 
Beſides, ſhe's guilty of another Deed, 

She's mad- a League with one that did proceed 
From Hell's black Region, where her wanton Eyc 
Could ſee no Objed& but Detormity z 

A Contract ſhe has made, I ſay, with one, 

Begot by proud, but curs'd Apollyon 3 

Monſtrous by Nature, and as vile by Name, 

Ah! ſhe has choſen him unto her ſhame : 

His nature's poiſonous, his very Breath 

Is (6 infeQious, that it threatens Death 

To every one to whom he is united 3 

Yet with this Monſter is her heart delighted : 
Who to my Prince is a moſt deſperate Foe, 

And to ſpeak plain, the cauſe of all his woe. 
Since frit the Soul was with baſe Lult acquainted, 
From Top to Toe all over is ſhe tainted, 
She that was once (o rare a comely Creature, 

Sin has not left her now one Jovely Feature. \, 
The Splendid Beauty of the whole Creation, 

Is thus become a meer Abomination. 

For fince her ſelf to Luſt ſhe proftitured, 

Her inward Faculties are fo polluted, 

That ſhe's become unto Fehowsh's Eye, 

The trucſt pourtraict of Deformity. 


"9 
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She that ſometimes no Evil underſtood, 
Is now become an Enemy to Good: 

For this vile Monſter by Apeliyon's pow'r, 
Did not only corrupt the Soul all ov'r, 
Bur very cruel they did further prove, 


| Whilfi they pretended kindnefſes and Love3 


For they molt wickedly put out her Eyes, 

She might not ſee her own Deformities: 

And being thus both blinded, and dehiFd, 

Was alſo rob'd, and treacherouſly ſpoil'd 

Of all the Jewels which her Soveraign gave her, 
Whilſt ſhe remained in his Love and favour 3 

Of all her goodly Veliments they bereft her, 
And ſiript her naked, ſhe had nothing left her. 
Nothing to hide her ſhameful nakedneſs, 

But filthy Rags, how loathſom you may gueſs. 
Belides all this, they wounded her full fore, 

And left her ſadly weltring in her Gore, 
Expe&ing Death each moment ſhe did lie, j 


' A loathſom ſpectacle to paſſers by, 


Unhelpt, unpitied too by every Eye. 

Each humane Soul that is not born again, 
In this fad ſtate doth certainly remain. 
The rich, the poor, the wiſe, the old, che young, 
Though ne'r fo high, ſo beautiful and ſtrong 
They ſeem, or think themſelves, in truththey are 
In as bad Caſe as we 've deſcribed here. 


Vicins, 


89 The time of Chriſt's Love. Book 


Vicints. 


Sir! You have fully anſwer'd my Dclire 3 

Yet let me be fo bold as to inquirc 

One paſſage more, fince happily I ſec 

You can informall ſuch as ipn'rant bc 

Of theſe weighty Aﬀeairs 3 blett be the Lord 
That ſo much Wiſdom doth to you attord. 

O ! that there were more of you in our Land, 
That to the Truth might always faithtul tiand. 
But cell me, if it mayn't too tedious prove, 
Whether this Prince that manitelts ſuch Love, 
Know her (ad [tate when he came from aboye ? 
Did hc her filthy bad Condition know 

Before he came from Heaven, or did ſhow 
That precious kindnels which his Breali tetain'd 
Unto her, even afterſhe was tiain'd ? 
May be iis Eye upon the Soul was plac'd, 
Before God's Image in her was defae'd ; 

And as confider'd fo, then doubtlcls he 

Might tind ſome Caule to her fo kind to be. 
But, if as ſhe did in pollution lie, 

And fo confider'd, he did calt his Eye 

Upon the Creature 3 then I mult declare 
:It may aſtoniſh all that of ic hear, 


Theol 0g, 
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Theologue. 


The Queſtion you propound is very good 
And would t' were throughly weigh'd and under- 
The Anſwer's caſy 3 But I greatly fear (food- 
Some mind it not enough, who choſen are. 
Before the World was made he fully knew 
Ev'n what below would afterwards inſue : 
He knew the Creature, Man, would fin and fall, 
And in fad miſery himſelf inthral. 
The time therefore when hrlt he caſt an Eye 
To be her Suiter, ( our Security ) 
It was not when ſhe did her Grace inherit, 
Then one would think ſhe might his favour merit 5 
'Twas not when ſhe was in proſperity, 
But when ſhe in her Blood and filth did lie. 
Her time of ſorrow, was his time of Love, 
Her miſery did bring him from above. 
Whilſt ſhe in actual bold Rebellion lives, 
His Grace and offcr'd Pardon then he gives. 


Vicints. 


Sir ! You have faid cnough, I am amaz'd, 
Strange wonderment Within my Spirit's rais'd, 
The nature of his Love who cai conctive ? 
duch Love as this no mortal Creatures have. 


I 


$o Tie Soul's ſtate wor ſer yet. Book|| 


I pray go on, and further now let's know 
Concerning her cltate, her Bliſs, or Woe. 


4 : Theologue. 


You'l find it worſe and worſe 3 and what's behind 
Will firange Impretſions make upon your Mind:| 


For now you'l hear what Jultice has to ſay, 

What horrid Crimes he to her charge will lay. 

And though ſhe ſeems undaunted without tear, 
ce more I'e try it ſhe will lend an Ear. 


CHAP. VI. 


( 


Shewing bow Theologue, the Prince's Spokeſman, it 
deavour'd to obtain the love of this poor Creature þ 
bis bleſſed Maſter, by whom the aggravation of t 
Creatures fin and miſery is layed open, the Soul! 
in debt ten thouſand Ares worſe than nothing 
Moreover , ſhewing bow the Creature wis guilty i 
bigh Treaſon againſt the Soveraign Lord Jchovah 
is alſo Arraigned and condemned to be burned ali 
A Dialogue or diſcourſe between the Divine Attri 
butes : Fuſtice cryes for Execution, to have the 
zal blow ftruck, Mercy ſteps in, Juſtice muſt 
Jatisfied, Goodneſs and Mercy will not loſe thi 

Glory, being alike efteemed by God. Divine Wiſdn 
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1] Chap.6. The ſtupidity of the Soul. 31 


reconciles all the other Attributes , and makes them 
meet together in a ſweet harmony : the Soul being 
condemned to die , the Prince ſees no other way #0 
obtain her for his own,but by ſatisfying Fuſtice, and 
becoming Surety , and- yielding himſelf np to die 
nj for ber. 

2 


Theologe, 


OW is it Soul! art minded yet to leave 
Thy Luis, and Lovers, and to Jeſus cleave * 

Dolt not perceive the fad ſtate thouart in 
By curs'd Apollyon, and his off-ſpring, SIN # 
| Wilt thou tor evermore thy {elt detiroy, 
And not accept of Health ? wilt not enjoy 
One who in value doth all Worlds excel ? k 
Wilt thou ref” in Paradiſe to dwell ? 
ix Doſt ſee thy irate, thy bloody fiate ? oh ſpeak ! 
My bleeding heart tor thee doth greatly ake. 


4 


Soxl, 


You had my Anſwer plain cnough before ; 
Forbcar, I pray, and trouble me no more; 
I do *nt believe what you have fad is true 
4-4 Such pains I never felt, nor ficknefs kney ; 
But it my ſtate were worſe than yet I fee, 
I will not have you thus to trouble me. 
a 1 haveall things which naturally delights me, 
4 And from them you ſhall not deter,nor fright = I 
oN 


22 Tye Soult's in Debt Book I, 


You know the Proverb uſed in our Land, 
Each Tub ſhall upon its own Bottom ſtand. 


Theologwe. 

Soul, b' not ſo raſh, be more conliderate 
Ponder on things betore it be too late. 
Sith what I ſaid before no good can do, 
More of thy wretchedne(s I now will ſhow 3 
And if that fails, then afterwards Ile leave thee, | 
And o're into the hands ot Juſtice give thee. 

Firſt, from God's Word I have Authority 
To lay before thee thy great poverty. 
Thy Soveraign Lord molt highly is diſtaſted 
For all the precious Treaſure thou haſt waſicd. 
Firſt, of-his Glory thou hatt him bcreav'd, 
And to rebel again{t him been deceiv'd. 
Next, thy whole (elf to him *tis thou doſt owe, ( 

* » Yea all thoueither art, haſt, or cantt do, ( 

Which thou halt not regarded hitherto : d 
But to thy {clt, and noi to him doſt live, 


WT 


0 ENCE 


Who did thy fclf ac tirtt unto thee give, 

And from whom thou dot cv'ry thing reccive. 
Thy knowledg, judgment, and thy memory, 
Fir excellent nature of each Faculty, 

Should all have to, and for him, bcen laid out, 
As being all his Goods 3 Sox? ! Jook about, 
For time, for Health, and for the day of Grace 3 
Thou muſt be brought betore the Judge's Face; 
And tor chy Riches.,and all things thou haſt, 
Which thou Imbezcl'tt, and dolt yainly watt, 


De ELIE 


Chap.6. ten thouſana Talents. 83 


A ſtrict Account muſt at the Bar of Heaven 

By thce in a ſhort time be ſurely given. 

Ten thoufand Talents doth thy God demand 

Which thou canſt neither pay, nor yet withſtand 

His dire proceedings, *cauſe he is moi Jul, 

And thou but fintul Aſhes and vile Dutt. 

Thou wilt be feiz'd, and in a Priſon laid, 

Till the laſt Mite be fatish'd and paid. 

Canſt thou, poor Soul! dolt think quit zhe old ſcore, 

When thou contraſt new debts (till more & more? 

Would not a Friend that's able to detray 

All thy vaſt Debts, and a full Ranſom pay 

To thy juſt Creditor, moſt welcom be, 

It ſuch an one could be found out tor thee ? 

Put things yet worſe, I fear, there are behind, 

The truth of which mol. . ertainly thoul't hnd. 
Hark, trembling Soul ! thou to the Bar art cited, 

Aud for high Treaſon there doſt ſtand Indicted, 

Committcd by thee *twas in antient time, 

When thou didlt dwell in Eden, in thy prime: 

When thou hadit flouritht there but a ſhort ſeaſon, 

Thou did!t contract that guilt of horrid Treaſon 

Again(t thy Soveraign, in whoſe Princely Eye 

Was Grace and favour mixt with Majeliy :; 

Gracious to pardon many great Offences, 

And yet ſevere to puniſh Infolences, 

But thou both Grace and Juſtice did(t deſpiſe, 

And in thy Heart did(t evil things ſurmile 

Apainſt thy Soveraign Lord, and ſecretly 

Join' with his Foes in cloſe Conſpiracy, 
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*Twas with theKing of Darkneſs thou didiſt cloſe, 
Obeyd'{t his will, and didſt thy God oppolc. 

A dreadful Senteace then againſt thee paſlt, 

Which ne're '5y humane Art could be reverlt. 

Thy Sentence was in Priſon long to lie, 

And for thy fact at lati Condemn'd to die. 

And Death on thee did ſeize the f(elt-ſame time, | 
When thou commitlt that high and feartul Crime | 
The ſad effe&ts of it I this Day ee, 

Thou ſtill ly dead in thine Iniquity. 

Ah! I may preach untill my heart doth ake, 
And it on thee will no Imprcthon make. | 
Thou art depriv'd of Lite and Light of God, 
And long hati thou in this cliate abode. 
But a worſe Death doth in thy Sentence lie, 
{ Though very tew on {it will catt an Eye ) 
Condenin'd to ſuffer everlatiing pains 

And on thee then were taſtned heavy Chains. 
And though thy Execution be delay'd, 

Yet 'tis by means ot Jclus only ſtay'd. 
His precious Grace prcſerves thee trom that hire, 
Whote rorments once begun, ſhall ne'r expire. 
That Soul-amazing Sentence who can bear 

The thoughts of it, and not let fall a tear ? 

' What MaletaCtors are Condemn'd to die, : 


But on the tenſe of Death's approaching nigh, 
Contra*ts not horrour on their Souls thereby ? 
Wiiat then to {uffer Death tor evermore, 

Where Torments nc re abate, nor will be o're? 


To 


Chap. 6. Aggravations , &c. $5 


To be a thouſand tedious Ages Rackr, 

Not Dead, yet always in thedying Act. | 

A hery Furnace with a ſevenfold heat 

We read of, yet its flames were nut fo great, 

But that they ſoon would languiſh and grow cold 
Whereas theſe Tortures, till increaſing, hold. 

It re thou ſhould be caſt into that place, 
Petore thou doſt take hold of Love and Grace, 
There's this will then thy ſorrows aggravate, 
None will thee pity in that wretched ſtate. 
Never was MalcfaQtor in dilircſs, 

Put met with pity either more or leſs 3 

And though it do not take away the grief, 

Yet where there's pity, there's ſome (mall Relict. 
But if thou doſt this teartul Sentence bear, 
There's none to pity, none to ſhed a tear. 

O think of this, alas! thy wretched Eyes 

Are blinded now, thou baſely doſt deſpiſe 

The beſt of Comfort, Joy and Conſolation, 

For love to Sin, horrid Abomination ! 

Thou ſwell'ſt in pride, unmindful of thine end, 
And ſeeſt no need of comtort trom a Friend : 
Put what wouldit thou for ſuch a Friend then give, 
And for thoſe Comtorts thou maylt now receive ? 
Doſt not thou tremble at this trightful news ? 
Tremble at leaſt at that which next enſues. 
Thrce things there are, three Circumſtances great, 
Which much thy final woe will aggravate: 
Which ſeverally unto thee Ile relate, 


That thou mayli think upon thy future ſtate. 
C3 3 Firſt, 


86 HAggravations of Book I, 


Firſt, from thy high Deſcent thy birth did crown 
Thee with the greateſt Honour and Renown, 
That ever any had upon the Earth, 

Thou being own'd a Soveraign Queen by Birth. 
Yet that which did ſo much advance thy tame, 
Was not alone the Honour of thy Name, 

As therare properties of thy ſweet Nature, 

A moſt tranſcendent and accomplitht Creature 3 
An Heav*n-compoled frame, as if thou'd(i bin 
Deriv'd from ſome Celeſtial Seraphim, 

When great Jchovah's fruitful Word had made 
The whole Creation, touching thce, he ſaid, 
This Crcature ſhall alone our Image bear, 
Whom all things el{c thall reverence and fear 3 
Our Sacred Portraiture we folely place, 

In this ſweet Creatures Heaven-ercctcd face. 
And when he ſent his hilt begotten down, 

No other form or Image mutt he own. 

The Angels Nature wholly he refuſes, 

And rather Humane Soul and ficth he chuſcs. 
A'as! there's not a greater aggravation, 

Than for a perſon of the highcli (tation 

To be thrown down into the deep'tit Abyſs 

Of woe and ſorrow! oh! how fad is this ? 

Thy f{clt caus'd change a miſcrabje Creature, 
Will furely make thy Torments tar the greater. 
The ſecond Circurnttarice of Aggravation, 

Is worthy of thy ſcrious obſcrvation. 
And tht | may morc tully make it known, 
under two Heads T'le brictly lay it down, 


Firlt, 


| 


- 


ap. 6. 27 
Firſt, from the timely notice that was given, 

By thy molt Soveraign Lord, the King of Heaven, 
When with his glorious Image he had grac'd thee, 


And in fair Eden's fruittul Garden plac d thee 


the Sinners woe, © 


| Ordain'd thee Miltreſs of that tamous Bower, 


Where thou mightſ ſee his Glory every hour ; 
Granting whatever might accommodate 

Thy pure pertect ſpotleſs Virgin ſtate 3 
Excepting one reſerved Fruit alone, 

Which did indeed of Right belong tonone 

But to himfelt ; that hidden Mytierie, 

Which in the mid(i of Paradiſe did lic 3 

To know what Evil was as well as Good, 
Which never could by men been underliood, 
But by an Art of the molt horrid Evil, 

And hearkning togand ſiding with the Devil; 
The dirc effects tothee were told mot plain, 
The danger and the loſs thou ſhould {uiiain 
The loſs of Life, the loſs of Ecen's Glory, 
The loſs of God 3 a lamentablc Story, 
Warning was giv'n, God ſtrictly did require, 
On pain of Death, thou ſhouldit not once detire, 


; Nor talt, nor touch, nor calt a longing £ye 


Upon this fatal Fruit, which ccrtainly 


| Would tiraight procure thy final overthrow : 


This timely notice thall augment thy Woe. 
Fore-warn'd, fore-arm'd, you know weule to (ay : 
Thou watt fore-warn'd, and yet didit go altray. , 
Contcmptuous Soul! alas, how couldit thou think 
The mighty God would at Rebellion wink ? 
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Though he is ſaid to wink at Ignorance, 
Preſumption is a different Circumſtance. 

Thou knew'ſ betore-hand it thou did(t trangreſs, 
Aſſured Death would follow, and no leſs 

'The Lord had faid it, he that gave us breath, 
Said, thou ſhould#t die, & yet thou feard(t not Death, 
This is the height, as well as ſpring of Evil, 
To doubt and miliruſt God, yet truſt the Devil, 
Againſt God's ſacred Truth to ſhut ones Eyes, 
And credit blindfold th* Father of all Lice, 

Ah Sonl! *twas lifining to a wanton luſt, 

That was the cauſe thou didit at firſt diſirult 

The glorious Lord, and falſely to ſurmilſc, 

He was unwilling that thou ſhouldit be wiſe 3 
Afraid that thou ſhouldit know as much as He, 
And grow a Rival to his Deity. 

This blafphemous Conceit the Devil firſt, 

In thine already wicked fancy nurſt : 


<* *Tis (faith this Prince of Darkneſs) God's intent 


©*In this unjuſt Reſtraint, but to prevent 

* Thy being like himſelf : for he doth know 

* It once thou taſte this Fruit, it will be ſo. 

* Db thou but try, and tatte, and preſentlie 

* Thov'It find thy dim, dark Eye ſhall open'd be. 

* This hidden Secret will be underltzod, (Good: 

* And t1ou'lt know Evil, as thou now knowf 

* Tou ſhall become as Gods : and I pray when 

* *Tisſo, what fear you ? who can puniſh then? 

* Your witdom may the threarned Death evade, 

* And with an equal pow'r Heav'ns pow'r upbraid, 
Thus 
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| Chap. 6. the Sinner's woe, 89 


Thus ſpake the Tempter, and thou ſtraight didſi 
And treacherouſly to him didii quit the held./yield, 
| Forthwith the fatal Fruit with nnpious hand, 
Thou pluckſi,and eatti.againit thy God's command, 
Branding thy ſclf, and thy poſterity, 
,} With Treaſons Guilt and endleſs miſery. 
And here, vile Soul! I cannot chuſe but tell 
Thee one thing more that will increaſe thy Hell, 
| The Devil had no power to compecll 
Thee to have talted this his poiſonous Feaſt, 
But -wiltully thou haſt God's Law tranſgrett: 
For though thou had{t a pow'rtul Sword to weild, 
| Tempted to Luit, thou cowardly did yield : 
Thou to thy (elt doſt thy deliruttion owe, 
And this doth greatly aggravate thy woe. 
It want of ſtrength or weapons, it oppreſſion 
| Doforce a Man to give up his poſſcſion, 
He is excus'd, and his unhappy fa!! 
tf Condol'd, lamcntcd, and bewail'd of all. 
| But he deſerveth neither love nor pity, 
That nnconfirain'd ſurrcndcrs up a City 
When he has pow'r to make [trong oppoſition, 
Furniſht with Arms and warlike Ammunition, 
Yet at onc lc nder Summons yiclds his Fort 
The mis'ries he ſultains in ſuch a ſort, 
Reflect upon himſelf, and do redouble 
His conſcious Anguith, (elt-acculing Trouble, 
Juſt as the Southern Sun with burning beams, 
| Reflecting ftrom a Wall with fierce extreams, 
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Above its natural ſirength or wontcd courſe, _ 
Scorches and burns with a far grcater force : he 
So do thoſe Flames, firſt kindled with detire, er 
Grow dangerous, and prove the fironger hire. it 
The wounds receiv'd trom {clt-contounding Arms, þ; « 
Have ever done poor Souls the greatelt harms. |}xf 
' There's yet another Circumtiance behind, eq 
That aggravates thy ſmart, which, prethee inind. Fis 
When once thy fearful Torments are begun, h 
Thy fatal Glaſs will never ceaſe to run 3 (retire, bs 
Years hll'd with months, and months with weeks hl; 
Weeks fill d with days, & days with hours expirc; For 
And hours 1 in nimble minutes ({wittly fly 
Unto t4hcir End, But in Etcrnity 
There is no End, nor will thy woes diminiſh, 
Although years, moneths, weeks, and hours tiniſh þs 
The toillome Day when once it docs expire, Jet 
All Creatures here to plealing reſt retire, h 
Slaves, Bondmcn, Prifoners,Captivcs,all have eale,) Fo 
No Drudpery ſo great, but then doth ceaſe, 
Eaeh bulitling Day ends in a Night of peace. \n 
But thou mult look to be with pains opprelt, [ 
Where mid-day torments tind no night of Reſt, Int 
Death puts a period to the greateti oricf, $01 
T'th filent Grave the weary tind rcliets: 
But wiſh*t-for Death from chee ſhall fly away, 
Eternity's a never-ending Day. 
Where th” angry mouth ot Jutiice loud doth cry, 
Here mult thou ever, ever, ever lic, 


Howl, 


[| hap.6. Thunderings of the Low. g1 


ww miſerable ! ah how ſad's thine end! - 
hen thou in vain ſhalt court Death for thy friend, 
en now do fly trom Death, whilit Death purſues, 
it then (hall ſeek to Death, who will refuſe 
1 | their Requelt fuch favourto aftord, 
; frees ther from that Breath giv*n by the Lord. 
ath knows no pity : Nay, obſerve it well, 
is Death that opens wide the Gates of Hell, 
here thou mali be cormented with the Devils, 
bs the juſt puniſhment of all thy evils, 
5 Pilixefſcd Soul ! oh unto what (hall I 
3 Compare thy caſclc(s, endleſs miſcry ! 
various Volumes of the World's Records, 
range Torturcs we may hnd expreli by words 
ut Oh! orcat, fo fore is thy diiirels, 
; Þs fleſh can't bear? t, fo words can't it expreſs. 
evils rejoyce, and welcom in the Day 
hat crown'd their Conquelts with ſo rich a prey 
Foſce thee thus quite buried 1n thy {poils, 
Perctt of Earthly joys, and Heav'niy {miles 3 
Pnd1I do tear th* incenſcd God above 
hdirctul Wrath will quickly chee remove 
nto that placc---, But hark ! methinks I hear 
dome dreadtul noiſc---tce how the Mountains tear, 
ind rending Hills, do into pieces fly, 
'hilit Thunder bellows through the troubled sky : 
The Stars and Planets in contution hurl'd, 
Have banifſht Naturcs order trom the World. 
See how the melting Orbs of Heaven (wear, 
FLike Parchment parch'd,& {hrivcl'd up with hear, 
Switt . 


92 Mount Sinai. Book] 


Swift Lightning flaſhes through the Air appear, 
And now, O hark! the dreadful Trump hear, 
It founds exceeding loud, enough to make 
The Dead from their deep filent Graves awake, 
And ftouteſt Sinners ſtubborn hearts to quake. 
Ah! 'tis Mount Sinai, God himſelf is come 
Now to convince thee of thy final Doom. 

The Law and Juſtice will thee now Arraign: 
Poor Soul ! for thee my Soul's in bitter pain. 
From them be ſure no Mercy thou wilt meet, 
Although thou ſhouldſt turn Suppliat at their feet 
Their method'is ſo rigid, fo ſevere, | 
The Guilty by no means they ever ſpare. 
Awake, awake, poor Soul! and look about, 
Fehovah doth command the Sinner out, 

And active Juſtice having ſeiz'd her falt 
Doth hale her to the Judgment-ſeat in haſt. 


Fuſtice, 

Moſt Soveraign Lord ! who dares i*th leaſt gainſl 
W hat thou commandſt? thy Word I muſt obey. 
Lo! herel bring this wretched Priſoner forth 
Unto thy Bar, who mad?tt both Heaven and Earth} 
See! with what dread the trembling wretch dot 
To know thy Sacred Pleaſure & Command. (ttand} 


1 


Fehovah, 


Faſtice, What is her Fa&? her Crimes declare;| 
I patiently will now the matter hear. 
Tuſtict 


3 


k 
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Ch ap.6, The Law accuſes. 93 


Faſtice. 
Then will I legally, my Lord , proceed, 
' (nd preſently her black Indi&ment reade.(Crimes, 
ome forth thou Conſcious wretch, and hear thy 
'n wicked deeds thou did(t begin betimes. 
By th* name of S9xl, thou ſtandli indicted here, 
Being without true Grace and godly tear, 
Moſt treacherouſly in Eden long ago, 
Didſt then and there, with God's moſt horrid Foe, 
Confpire againſt his Soveraign Majeſty, 
To the dethroning of him privily 
Then fetit chou up a Traitor in his place, 
And traiterouſly his Image didlt deface, 
And ever lince halt in Rebellion ſtood, 
Purſuing Evil, and forſaking Good. 
For Treaſon, Murder, Theft, thou ſtandſt Indices: 
Theſe Crimes were all in thy firlt fact uniced. 
Nay, more then this, yet worſer is thy Cauſe, 
Thou art Arraign'd tor breach of all thoſe Laws, 
Which in thy Nature God at hiſt ingrav'd, 
{+} The ſame thou haſt in every point deprav'd. 
oj} This Royal Law much haſt thou violated, 
.q} And every Day thy Crimes are aggravated. 
| That Spirit's ſtill in thec which wasat huff, 
When God did thee out of his Garden thrult 
Thou fid'ſt with Satan, and doſt him obey, 
, | Not minding what, or God, or good men ſay. 
2] All Evil Rebels in thy Houſe remain, 
4 And nobly there thou doſt them entertain, 


cet 
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Whilſt 
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Whilſt God thou hat'ſt, his proffer'd Love refuſe 
And precious Patience daily doſt abuſe, | 

Theretore, my Lord ' the worthy is of Death, | \ 
As ever any that on Earth drew Breath. 


Tepouvab, 

Soul ! What doſt (ay, hold up thy guilty head] : 
Thou unto this Indictment now muſt plead: | * 
Guilty, or not Guilty, I charge thee, ſpeak 3 | 
Leſt Juſtice doth {everer Courſes take, | 

| 
{ 


Soul, 

I dare not fay I am nur Guilty, Lord, 
Of (ome of theſe tuul Crunes which I have heard} 
Read in my Charge, tis vain tor to deny, 
My Conſcience makes ne Guilty, Guilty, cry, 
Thy Law is broke, which doth all Luſt forbid 3 
My Sin I know from theecannot be hid. | 
Although methinks Juſtice ſeems too ſevere, 
For the whole Charge heel ſcarcely make appeal, 


Jehouah. | 
Art guilty of that nr{t and hainous Crime, 

Which was commuricd, Soul, in Ancient time, 
By him who was thy Repreſentative, 
From whom thy evil Nature didit derive ? 
If guilty ot that one horrid Offence, 
Tis eatlie for thee to perceive from thence 
Thou art under my Juſt and fearful Curſe, 
Condemned by thy God, what can be worſe ? 


4 
le 
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Soul. 
To Adam's Sin, Lord, I muſt guilty plead ; 
Nay, and to many an actual Evil Deed. 


Divine Juſtice. 

The Priſoner does confe(s her vile offence, 
And now there needs no further Evidence. 
Shall Execution, Lord , on her be done? 
How canlt thou bear ſuch a Rebellious one? 
Lord, let me ttraightway firike the fatal blow, 
Let her with vengeance to He!i-torments go. 
She's guilty, even by her own Contcſſhon, 

Ot heaping up Tranſgreition on Tranſprettion. 
She's in my Debt, ſhe cannot it diſown, 

And I demand my Right, Come, payit down. 
Ten thouſand Talents 3 Sort , thou oweſt me, 
| Which mult be paid, and tha: tull ſpeedily. 


| Soul. 

That I am in thy Debt I don't gainſay, 
But I have not one farthing now to pay. 
Some pity ſhow, I tor torbearance cry, 
Since thy Demands I cannot fatisty. 


Fultice, 
Full fatisfaCtion *tis that I muſt have, 
| In vain trom me you compoſitions crave 3 


[( 


My Name is Jzſtice, and my Nature fo, 
I never did, nor can I mercy thow. 


| Sonl. 
If there's no mercy, then my ftate 1s fad, 
And never was there any News fo bad 
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For Adam's ſeed, who under Sin do lie, 
All then muſt periſh to Eternity. 


Theologue. 

That God is gracious, Soul, is not deny'd, 
Yet Juſtice will alfo be ſatisty'd. 
Conlider if thou canſt the matter reach 3 
One Attribute God never will impeach 
To magnity anpther 3 He's (o Jul, 
As to take 1 ad on each Sin and Luſt 3 
Each Attribute know thou afſuredly 
Muſt meet together in ſweet Harmony. 


<< qt , nf Wand tt} Foc 


Soul, - 
What will thy Wrath, O Fuſtice! then appea 
Upon what terms wilt thou afford {ome calc 
To me, after this terrifying News ? 
Vouchſafe to tell the means that I muit ule, 
To fatistie a Judge that *s fo ſeverc, 
And will not of {weet Acts of pardon hcar. 


Tultice, 

There's nothing can appeaſe me,that is leſs 
Than a compleat and pertec&t Righteouſneſs 5 
Like that thou hadti whilli thou in Een (tood: 
Nothing, fave ihis, will do thee any good. 
What e're is due to me of the old ſcore, 

Muſt be paid down, or never any more 
Will the great God with thee concerned be 
On gracious terws of Peace and Amitie 3 
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A Sacrifice can only make thy peace; 
That, that alone, will cauſe my wrath to ceaſe: 


Soul, 

If that be all, T'le get a Sacrifice 3 
Let me confider, what hall I deviſe ? 
A thouſand Rams, and Rivers of ſweet Oi), 
[le ofter up but for one gracious Smile 3 
With tat of firltling Lambs Ple Heaven invoke; 
And pureſt Incenſe up like Clouds ſhall ſmoke 3 
Each Morn TI le facrihice whole Hecatombs, 
With Frankincenſe, and ſweet Arabian Gums: 
thelggtO Lprd ! I offer up to thee 3 
atpne tor mine Iniquity ? 


Fuſtice. | . 

Oh no ! give o're thoſe trifling low deligns 3 
The Ealtern Spiccs and the Weſtern mines 
United, are too mean an Offering 
To ſatisfy this great incenſed King; | 
In ſuch poor ofterings God does take no pleaſute 3 
Couldli thou therefore procure all Exropes Treaſure 7 
Nay, all the Wealth that in the World has bin, 
Tould not his wrath appeaſe for one ſmall fin, 
Shouldſt thou thy dearett Son or Daughter take 
For Sacritice, *twould no Atonement make 3 
The fruit of thine own Body were in vain 
For thy Soul's fin a pardon to obtain. _ 
No Friend or Brother can'ſt.thou now find out 
To pay thy Ranſom, or releaſe thee outs | 
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Their Riches never can be help for thee, 
Nor once redeem thy Soul from mifery. 
Nay, couldſt thou yet aſcend to Heaven above, 
And holy Angels with compaſſion move 
For to engage for thee, and fignity 
That in thy ſtead, and for thy ſake they'd die, | 
It would not do for in them*s no ſuch worth 
As to remove thy guilt, appeaſe God's wrath. 
Their Glory's great, as holy Scriptures ſhow 3 
Yet all they have and are to God they owe, 
They cannot help thee in thy great diſtreſs, 
Nor ſatisfy the Law thou doſt tranſgreſs. 
In bricf, look where thou wilt; no Balſam's found 
In auy Creature for to cure thy wound. 
No Surety can'ſt thou get 3 then come away, 
Eternal Torments mult thy Reckoning pay» 


Soul, 
Hold, hold, thou art too haſty and ſevere, 
To one word morel pray thee lend an Ear. 
I will amend my lite , if this be ſo. 
The Promiſe runs to ſuch as truly do | 
Their Evil courſes leave 3 I hope hereby 
Thou wilt ſome pity ſhow, not let me die. | | 


Drvine Juſtice. 
Fond Soul ! though ſuch thy promiſes indeed 
So often broke, deſerve but little heed 3 
Yet grant thou thouldſt henceforth with ricteli cal 
Endeavour thincoffences to repair, 
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Could 
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Couldſt thou fo live, as never to fin more, 

Will this, doſt think, pay off thy former ſcore ? 
Can thine impertcct Righteouſneſs to come, 
Diſcharge of by-paſt ills, ſo vaſta ſum? 

When even that which thou callſt Righteouſneſs 
It ſelf wants pardon, and mult Guilt confeſs. 


| When thy Bond's (u'd, thou doſt thy ſelf forget, 
* To offer menſtruous Rags to pay thy Debt 3 


For what is palt, not future, I demand, 
And thou ſhalt feel the rigors of my hand, 


Soul, 
Lord ! then I'm drown'd in an Abyſs of fears, 
It hearty Sighs, nor penitential Tears 
Can walh meclean, noryet relieve my wo : 
My caſe is deſp'rate, what ſhall Mortals do ? 


Divine Tuſtice. 

It thou with Tears could{t the vaſt Ocean fall, 
Or gricve till thou thy felt with ſorrows kill, 
And make ten thouſand Rivers with thy blood, 
'Twould not contribute the leaſt dram of Good, 
Nay, couldii thou live, and never more offend, 
Yet for old ſins to Hell I muſt thee fend, 

To ti place of Execution thou mult go : 
Lord, ſhall I firike, O ſhall I firike the blow ? 
Lo, here the Soul, condemned wretch doth Rand 3 


1 My Ax is up, it thou but giv'it command, 


I preſcntly will cut her down with Ire, 


| Fit ftewel for an Everlafiing tire. 
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9 Divine Mercy. 

Stay, Juſtice! hold, forbear to lirike 3 (hall I 
My Glory loſe to all Eternity ? 
Though thouart juſt, as juſt as God can be, 
Yet ſomething Mortals ſtill expe& from me. 
*Tis gracious Love and pity I afford, 
In me ſhines forth the Glory of the Lord : 
In me God doth ( © Juſtice ) take delight, 
Though thou art pleaſant allo in his ſight, 
How ſhall we both then meet in Harmony, 
And ſhine in ſpendor to Eternity ? 


Divine Wiſdom, 


I have found out the way, which will you both | 


With equal Majeſty and Glory cloath. 

God is as jult as Juſtice doth require, 

And yet as kind as Mercy can delire. 

Here is a glorious Prince come from above, 
Who all obſtructions quickly will remove, 
Which in the way of the poor Soul doth lic, 
And you appealc, and jointly ſatisfy 3 

To ſave her now from the internal pit, 

I have a Ranſom tound, a Ranſom ht. 


Divine Juſtice, 

I cannot hold,--- Te tirike the fatal Blow : 
Hell the deferves3 with vengeance let her go 
Unto the place appointed for all them 
Who do God's holy Laws and Grace _— 

of 


| 


: 
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Feſus Prince of Light. 

O who is this ? What Traitor's at the Bar, 
That is condemn'd, and Juſtice wo'nt deter 
The Exccution? ſpeak, hold up thy head 3 
Halt any thing to fay? What canlt thou plead ? 
Methinks, methinks, I ſhould this Creature know: 
Ah! Sol, is't thee ? What ſhall I for thee do ? 
I told thee what thy ſtate would be i'th end, 
When firii my Love to thee I did commend. 
Soul ! Speak, *tis I, why dolt thou not Jook up ? 
I'm ſorely griev'd to think upon the Cup 
That is prepar'd for theez What doſt thou ſay ? 
Shall 1 ſicp in, that Juſtice may delay 
To ſtrike the {troke, for then too late *twill be 
To ſhow my Love and pity unto thee ? 
Haſt any kindneſs for me in thine Heart ? 
I doubt that fill thou the ſame Creature art 
Thou walſt before? and halt no love at all : 
Why ſpeak(t thou not ? ſhall vengeance on thee fall? 


* Ah! how can I {ce Exccution done, 


And Tears not trom mine Eyes like Rivers run ? 


Divine Juſtice. 
Lord, be n't concern'd, ſhe is thy bitter Foe 3 
Oh let me thercfore trcely firike the blow. 
There's nought in her but Sin,and poiſonous Evil 3 
To God a Foe, and Friend unto the Devil. 
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FESUS. 

I know not how to let this ſtroke be given, 
For I am come on purpoſe down from Heaven 
To make Atonement, and to fatisty 
For all her fins and foul Iniquity. 

Though ſhe to me doth no affection bear, 
Yst her 1 pity, and do love molt dear. 


Juſtice, 

Bleſt F ES US! hold,*tis my juſt Maſter's ſenſe, 
Abuſed Mercy muft have recompence. 
There is no other way but ſhe mutt dic, 
Unleſs thou wilt be hcr Sccuritic : 
If in her ſtcad thy lite thou wilt give up, 
Then mayſi thou ſave her from this bitter Cup. 
The price which thou on that account wilt pay, 
Will make a Compenſation, and defray 
All her vaſt Debts, yea and plenarily 
God's wrath appeaſe, and Jultice ſatisfy. 
What mult be done? Who is't the ſtroke muſt bear ? 
Is'r not moſt fit fuch ſhould who guilty are ? 
I cannot hold my hand, nor longer ſtay, 
Law muſt be fatisfy'd, what doſt thou fay, 
Thou wretched Soul ? behold the knife and ſpear ! 
Can'lt thou,doſt think,God's fearful vengeance bear? 
Now, Soul ! look to thy felt, this Spear I'le run 
Into thy Bowels, cre I it return, 


FESUS, 
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TESUS. 


Stay Juſtice, ſtay, withold thy furious Dart, 
And, let its glitt'ring point firlt pierce my Heart, 
Her guilty ſtate aloud calls tor reliet, 

It wounds ray Soul and hlls my Heart with grict. 

- My Bowels yearn, my inward parts do move, 
Now, now's the time to ſhow her my great Love. 
Let Law and Juſtice be ſufhc'd in me, 

'Tis I will die, to (ct the Sinner free. 
Bchold me, Sox! ! my lite thall go for thine, j 


I will redeem thee with this Blood of mine, 
Although moſt Precious, Sacred, and Diving. 


of 


CHAP. VIL 


Shewing what Conſultations there were amon 
the infernal Spirits to bring Jeſus, Prince of 
Light , under the power of Death, a Council 
called in Hell : the Princes of the fallen Angels in 
a deep combination againſt him, for fear their 
Kingdom ſhould fall, and the poor Creature be deli. 
vered, The grand Counſel of Old Satan is taken. 
He enters into Judas. Judas's fin diſcovered, 
Teſis is apprehended, A terrible battel, or Chriſt's 

H 4 Agony 
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Agony before his Paſſion, Sin and Wrath combing 
together : ſhewing the Prince's Conqueſts over them 
both. Seven aggravations of Chriſt's ſorrows in the | 
Garden , and a Dialogue between the Dewil, King 
of Darkneſs, and Death, the King of Terrors, 


| 


Ere let's a while reflet with carcful heed ; | 
What ! doth the guiltleſs tor the guilty beep 
This may aftonitha!l , here's Love indeed ! 
Do Mortals ever greater love extend, 
Fhen to lay down their lives for a dear Friend ? 
But for a Prince, a mighty Prince to dic, 
Not for a Friend, but for an Enemy, | 
Convicted and condemn'd tor horrid Treaſon, | 
Thus to fiep in at that moſt Critick ſcaſon, 
When juſt the fatal blow was to be given 3 
This Love's above our Reach, higher than Heaven, 
Deeper than Ocean Seas, ſo Inhaite, 
As well deſerves our wonder day and night. | 
What ? Was the Father tree his Son to give, 
His dear and only Son, that the might live? 
And doth the Son th midſt of Encmies | 
Yield up himſclt to be a Sacrifice ? | 
Yet who can beſo bold to lay their Hands | 
Upon this Prince,that Heaven & Earth commands! 
How ſhall this thing be now accompliſhed ? 
And by what means ſhall his dcar Blood be ſhed ? 
Let's now inquire who is't that will conſent 
To be the grand and chicfc(t Inftrument 


To 
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To execute this precious ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Who for this purpoſe down from Heav'n came? 


' Has he on Earth any ſuch ſpighttul Foe, 


As dare's attempt this *mazing thing to do ? 
You heard bctore he daily was bcſer, 

And with what Enemics he oftcn me: 

But now his hour is drawing very near. 

Great Conſultations *mongſt his Foes there were, 

How thcy might take his blefſcd Lite away, 

Whoſcem'd hiniſ{clf 1mpatient of delay. 

He long'd until his work were tiviſhed, 

Which could not be until his blood were ſhed ; 

And though he had moſt raging Enemies, 

Yet knew they not what project to deviſe 

To bring this bloody traiterous dced to pals, 

Which long betore by them deligned was ; 

Until Apollyon finding by his Art 

The dire Intentions harbour'd in their Keart, ; 

Doth rouſe them up, and firſt the matter {cart 

To the Internal powers, to wake them £1 

A ſccond time upon this Prince to fall, 

Then Belzebub, Satan, and Lucifer, 

Conſult atrcth how to renew the War, 

And to this purpoſe wee'l ſuppoſe they ſpake : 

Apollyon. 

Shake off your fears, and ſpcedily let's make 

The {trongeſt Head that pothbly we can 

Againſt this ftrong, this Devil-amazing man, 

Now,now's the day,lct's bring him toDcath's ſting, 

And then with ſhouts of Triumph we may ting : 
For 
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For over Death *tis we the power have, Cl 
And we may ſure ſecure him in the Grave. T 
*Tis he alone who frights us in our ſtation, Y 
And puts us all into great Conſternation. ) 
Our Kingdom by this means is like to fall, H 


And we thereby beruin'd great and ſmall. A 

T have engag'd him once, but could not ſtand, | 

I know his ſtrength, he has a pow'rful Hand. : 
E. 


Belzebub, 


My Sentence is for War 3 this Enterprizc 
Well managed, will make our Kingdom riſe, 
And re-inthrone us in our Antient Skies, 
To a great Height and flouriſh, as before : 

' When he is down, we'l let himriſe no more. 
Can we but once deprive him of his Life, 
*T will put an end to all our fears and trite. 


OOO 


Lucifer, 


Dominions, Pow'rs, and Principalities 

Youall in danger are 3 awakeand riſfc 

From off your Scats, and lazy Beds of Down : 

Sleep you ſecure, or, fear not the dread frown 

Of him who caſt you down, and joys to ſee 

Your abje& fiate confeſs his Victory ? 

Shall all our brave internal Regiments yield, 

And baſely quit the even yet doubtful Field ? | ( 

What? by one man ſhall ſuch a pow'rful Hoſt | | 

Be overcome, and all at once bc loſt ? 
Come, 
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Come, ſhew your valour, Vle command the Van, 
Tho we're toengagewithone that's more thanMan, 
Yet fear himnot 3 why doth each ſpirits hand 
Shake thus ? why do you all amazed and ? 

Has none found out a way to make him yield, 
{And cither by fraud or force toquit the Field ? 

' At this old Satan roſe from off his Sear, 
Ready to burſt with Rage and Malice great, 

And calt a terrible look ( it minded well ) 

Enough to fright all th* Devils out of Hell, 


Satan, 
| You mighty Lords of the Internal Lake, 
| Hark unto me, who tor our Empires fake 
| Have now devis'd a Stratagem, that may 
| (If I miſtake not ) prove the only way 
' To bring abour the Ruin of our Foe, 
Whom I both hate and dread, as you well knozy :; 
There is his Servant Jzdas, he's our Friend, 
And into him forthwith will I deſcend, 
Who by my ſtrong perſualtions ſoon willdo 
That which may make for's Maltcr's overthrow. 
| He will betray him to our Servants hand, 
| Who will ſecure him ſafe at your Command, 
' And put him unto Death, who when deliroy'd, 
| We nevcr any more ſhall be annoy'd. 
They all agreed to what old Satan ſaid, 
| Combining jointly to afliſt and aid 
; Him in this great, though curſed enterpriſe, 
And bid him make what hali he could deviſc. 
e Dclays 
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Delays are dangerous, Devils well know that: 
But why need they Grim-Satan inſtigate ? 

He nceds not be provoked to make hate, 
When *tis to injure Souls 3 or them to waſte 3 
Or wreck his Malice, Rage, and Hellith ſpight 
On the ſweet perſon of the Prince of Light. 

For now, alas ! is come the diſmal hour, 

The time of Darkneſs. And Hells dirctul pow's 
No ſooner ſpoke, but Satan flew away, 
Winged with ſpight, impatient of delay. 

He takes poſſciion of poor Fuds heart, 

And unto him in ſecret doth impart 

The grand Defign of this Cabal of Hell; 

Who preſently conſents, and likes it well. 

Away he yoes, reſolv'd the work to do: 

A work, Lord, did I ſay? ſad work ! Oh who 
Could think that a Diſciple could do this, 
Betray his Lord with a falſe treach*rous kiſs ? 
Perfhdious wretch! what villany is here ? 

Who can conceive the Crime ? or who declare 
The horrid nature of this vile offence ? 
Tranſcending all degrees of inſolence. 

No treacherous Ad like it was done on Earth, 
Since Man firſt from enliv*ned Clay took breath. 
Where was thy Conſcience, wretch, it did not fly 
Into thy tace for this Impicty ? 

Were all his wondrous works out of thy mind, 
His tender Love and pity to mankind ? 

Betray the Son of Man! Can this be fo ? 


What hadit thou in thine Eye? what made thee do 
This 
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This horrid deed ? Was't mony did thee move 

To forfeit thy Allegiance, and thy love? 

Twas from that hlthy Root, Root of all Evil ! 

Baſe ſordid Gain, thou (oldit Chriſt to the Devil; 
(That is to thoſe vile men he did employ 

To perpetrate this curſed Tragedy.) (him; 
This ſhew*d thy malice, and how thou didſt hate 
Lut tell us, Judas ! at what price didſt rate him ? 
What price did(t ſet upon his blefſed Head ? 

Are Thirty pence enough ? What, valued 

At this low price ?--Is Jeſus worth no more ? 

Such a ſad Bargain ne're was made before. 

A Box of Ointment's worth, in thy eſteem, 

Three hundred pence 3 and doſt thou valuehim 

Not to amount in worth *bove the Tenth part ? 
Thou ſhew*ſt how blind,and how deceiv'd thou art? 
He whoſe molt precious perſonage out-ſhines 

The tading Lultre of all Ophirs Mines. 

And carries (weeter Odours in his Breaſt, 

Than all the Spices that pertume the Eaft 

He that's Omnipotencies choice delight, 

Whom trembling Angels worſhip day and night; 
He that the Saints above all Worlds do prize, 

In whom all worth and true enjoyment lies 5 

Shall he be (old at ſucha rate? O he! 

Thou wilt repent it to Eternitie, 

That thou didlt ever fuch a Bargain make; 

What ? Thirty Bits ot curſed Silver take 

For th' Pearl of 'matchleſs price thou ſordid Sot ! 
Wilt thou be trading, when thou knoweft nor 


what | 


110 Son of Perdition. Book | 


What *tis thou ſelPſt ? Fool, *tis a precious Stone, 
The Indian Quarries yield not ſuch an one, 
Worth more than Heaven & Earth.But it is gone, 
So rich a Fewel loſt ?--- Go howl and cry; 
Thow'lt bang thy (elf 3 next in Hell-torments fry, 
And who can pity thee? I prethee who 

To fuch a Traytor will compailion ſhow ? 

Now *tis too late thou dolt begin to mourn 3 
Better ( vile wretch ) thou never hadit been born, 

Under incenſed wrath, ah! now he lies, 
Where flames torment, and Conicience terrifics, 
Be not offended, Sirs, I judy him not 3 
But his own Majter's words can t be torgot, ' 
Who ſpeaking ot his fad and lintul tall, 

Doth him the Sox of black perdition call, 
And fays that be i loft. Chriti is the Judge, 
And to repeat his Sentence who can grudge ? 

But to procced--- how can my ſpirits hold ? 
Ineccd Relict, my hcart (alas ) grows cold, 
Whilſt I with wonder look on what's bchind. 
Soul-melting pity overwhelms my mind. 

Who can ot tuch hcart-breaking ſuff rings hear, 
And not diſlolve each Eye into a Tear ? 

Eur, ah ! methinks ſomcthing doth intervene, 
The thought of which puts me to as much pain, 
As doth the {ad, but uſctul Contemplation 

Ot his: unhappy happy bloody patſion. 

Then let's retreat, and to the Garden go, 

For in that p'ace began his grievous woe; 

Before 
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| Before he doth with th? King of Terrors fight, : 
Another King ſets on him tull of ſpight, 
Whoſe powr's great, by curſed uſurpation, 

He domineers and rules o're every Nation 

He brings the Mighty down unto his feet, 

And makes them all with rigour to ſubmit : 
The good, the bad, the wile, the old, the young, 
The rich, the poor, the beautiful, and ſtrong 3 

| All that live, or ere liv'd, have worlſted bin 

By this proud lofty one, whoſe name is $ I N. 
A Baſtard Devil of moſt monſtrous Birth, 
Begot in Hell, by Satan firſt brought forth ; 
Already you have of his Malice heard, 

And how in wrath he never Mortal ſpar'd. 

A crafty Foe, who oftner ſteers his courſe 

In all his wars, by fraxd than open force : 

'Tis he that keeps the Soul in Iron Chains, 
And robs her of all Senſe 3 leſt thoſe great pains 
She otherwiſe might feel, ſhould make her cry 
To be dcliver'd from his ſlavery 

Unleſs our Feſus doth this Foc deſtroy, 

The Soul he loves he never can enjoy. . 

He had with him before oft a hard Duel, 

And worlted him, eſcaping all his cruel 
Attaques, but rallying now with other Foes 
He joyns, to lay on more impetuous blows. 

| Well may we dread here an amazing Fight, 
For 1o! with him contederate in our fight 
The Wrath of God, moſt fearful to behold : 
Both theſe ſad Enemies, with courage bold, 
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Are making all the Head that &re they can 
Againſt this bleſſed Prince, the Son of Man, 
Oh ! let our Souls be arm''d with courage bold, 
Whilſt we this furious Battel do behold. 
Before the Fight bcgins, do you not hear 
How he doth cry unto his Father dear 3 

O let this Cup from me, Lord, paſs away, 

If #4 be poſſible 3 Let it, I pray, 

Paſs from me, that of itI may not drink. 
Until this time he nevcr ſeem'd to {hrink 
From any pain, contlict, or ſuffering 3 
This Combat 1s, alas, a ditterent thing, 


From what before he ever met withal ; 


From hence he did unto his Father call 

Once and again, repcating of his cry, 

Ich ſenſe of what was now approaching nigl:. 
Some may at this 'tis likely much admire, 

That our dear Saviour ſhould fo loud dclire 

To bedeliver'd trom that bittcr Cup, 

Which was prepared for him to drink up. 

Ic did not ric tor his zuwillingneſs , 

But from the pain, the anguith, and diſtreſs 

*T would bring him to: this humane Nature's weak, 
From thence he might ſuch ſupplications make. 
Ah! wrath Divine, what humane Soul can bear? ?' 
But of Divinity he hath his ſhare, 

Which doth again his fainting ſpirit chear. 

And fuch {upport he needs---Caſt but an Eye, 
Sce how the Cumbatants with fury fly 


Upon 


Lg 
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Upon cach other 3 What a BattePs here, 
Enough to melt our Souls into a tear. 
Lo! the firſt blow that Sin and Wrath doth give, 
It is the worlt he ever did receive. 
Behold ! how frightfully grim Wrath doth frown 3 
Nay, more, the Prince ſeems by their ſtrength caſt 
Now Sin & IWrath upon him both do lie, (down: 
Which makes him groan, and bitterly tocry, 
With panting brealt, and half-expiring Breath, 
My Soul is ſorrowfol, ev'n unto Death, 

Can the great Prince of Earth and Hzaven feel 
Such heavy ſtrokes, as thus to make him reel ? 
The diſmal weight of Sin this doth declares 
None buta FE $S U S could it fully bear. 
Happy are we, as the blelt Prophet faid, 
Our Help was pon One that's mighty laid. 
Could man or Angel ev'r have born all this, ; 
And not have been caſt down to th* deeplt Abyſs ? 
Nay of this mighty One, Saint Mark, hath rais'd 
Our Wonder higher, Hewas ſore amaz'd:; 
Nay more than this, he fell zxpon the Ground : 
No Soul before ſuch anguith ever found, 
To ſee the Lord of Lite brought to the Earth, 
Under the prefſure of God's heavy Wrath 3 


| And that he (uffer'd all this in our ſtead, 


May make our Souls to ftand aftonithed 3 
Eſpecially, if to theſe Trials we. 

Shall add his great and bloody Agony, 
Wherein.the ſweat fell from him as he ſtood, 
In Czimſon dy, like _— drops of blood. "ol 
A 
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Ah! precious Lord ! this vork was very fore 
But ſiill thy Love, and its tleſt Vertue's more 3 
Through all theſe Toils thou graſpſt at Victory, 
And Captive lead'|t at Iaft Captivity, 
It Sin that day had not receiv'd a fall, 
Grim Death and Hell! kad quickly ſwallow'd all 
The race of Man; we all had been undone, 
No help, no hope, no lite tor any one 
Sin was condemn'd, it had a tatal blow, 
That now to Saints it little hurt can do, 

But to proceed, here I ſhall now relate 
Some things which very much do aggravate 
The ſufferings which Chriſt in's Soul indur'd, 
When he this Conquelt tor our Souls procur'd 3 
No greater ſorrows did he ever know, 


Than thoſe which then his Soul did undergo. 


i” 


—_— 


Several Circumſtances which demonſtrate the 
Greatneſs of our Saviours ſufferings in his 
Soul in the Garden. 


Fir. 

They did not ſcize him with the leaſt ſerprize, 

From thence oft-times doth great Amazement rife 
Unto poor Mortals: we arc not aware 

Ott-times what's nigh, know nothing ofthe ſnare. 

But thus*twas not with the bleſt Prince of Light; 

What can be hid trom Great Febovah's ſight ? 


He 


Chap.7. Chrift's bloody Agony. 05 
He knew full well what would upon him fall; 
Yet when it came, ſo great, ſurpatling all 

Were th' Grietfs he felt, he in amaze doth call 
Unto his Father dear moſt earneſtly, 

If *twere his will to let that Cup paſs by, 


Secondly, 

It was the very thing he came to do, ) 
And yet cry'd out in ſuch fad fortz O who & 
Can then conceive what he did undergo ? 

He freely did his precious Lite give up 

And yet he's ready to refuſe the Cup. 

He takes it ( as it were ) into his hand 

Moſt willingly, but preſently doth ſtand 

Paufing a while + then puts it to his Lip, 

And after he had took one bitter ſip, 

Looks up to Hcav'ns and cryes, O may it be 
Thy will, dear God, this Cup might paſs from me. 


Thirdly, 
He knew unleſs he drank it up, that we 
Mult periſh All to all Eternitie 
And that his coming would prove all in vain, 
If he refuſed for us to be ſlain 3 _ 
And yet with fighs and groans how did he cry, 
In ſenſe of wrath, and that extremity, _ 
Which he beheld would quickly overtake him, 
When once his bleſſed Father did forfake him! 


l 
| 


4 
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Fourthly. 

The Angels which did there to him appear, 
Deronſirate plain how great his ſorrows were: 
For like as one dilireſſed, makes complaint, 
Quite tired out, and all his ſpirits taint, 

Needs to be ſirengthned by ſome faithful.Fricnd : 
So God to him did Holy Angels fend, 

For to relieve and comfort him that Day, 

When Sin and Wrath fo heavy on him lay. 


Fifthly. 

But what's Afﬀiſtance from an Heavenly Hoſt, 
To the great Power of the Holy Ghoſt! 
Some little meaſure of the Spirit hath 
Cauſcd blett Saints to triumph over Death. 
How have they ſung with flames about their Ears. 
Contcmning pains, regardleſs of all tears ? 
This Spirit relied on him bodily, 
IWithout meaſure; and yet how doth he cry ! 
As {carce well knowing which way to bear up, 
Whilit he partakes of this moli painful Cup. 
This greatly doth his ſuff*rings amplity 
To humane ſenſe, it weighed (crioully, 


Sixthly, ( Tears! 
O Lord! what means theſe mclting fighs and 
Why is thy Soul amaz'd, why till'd with Fears ? 
Ah! *tis enough to break our hearts to think 
Upon that bitter potion thou did(t drink 3 : 
1 hou 
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Thou knewſt thy ſorrows would be quickly ore: 
And then thou ſhouldtt ne*r ſigh nor ſuffer more 
"Twas trom thy worth, both-Wrath and Fuftice cryes, 
We are appeas'd with this thy Sacrifice, 
Might not the ſhortneſs of this Conflict yield 
Thee ſome Relict ? Beftides thou knew'l(t the Field 
Thou thouldit obtain, the Conquelt was thine own, 
And quickly tvo the Conflict would be gone. 
I'th midit of Wars, or anguiſh, Men indure, 
If any can them certainly affure, 
That in ſhort time their Troubles will be over, 
Thcy {traight rouſe up'ticir ſpirits to recover, - 
And paticntly reſolve to beaz the ſmart, 
For this is like a Cordial to the Heart, 
All this thou knew'tt, and more abundantly ; | 
Yet Sins dire weight fo heavily did lie, C 
That with {trong groans & horror thou didſi cry, ). 
The Torments, Lord ! of Hell took hold on thee, 
Our Souls trom that devouring Wrath'to tree, 
But why didlt thou intoa Garden go 
Thus to encounter with the helliſh Foe ? 
Was it becauſe there tir{t began our woe ? 
Or. was it, Lord, to have uscall to mind 
When we in Walks and Gardens pleaſures find, 
What thou didit for us in a Garden bear, 
To take our Hcarts from flitting pleaſares here ? 
But ſtop, my Muſe ! look back, and let us fee 
What did ſucceed Frdas his Treachery, 
O mind, what Joy's amongſt th” Infernal Crew, 


In hopes of what is likely to enſue, 
I 3 Hark 
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"Hark how thoſe Scrietchowls cry, but with ſmall rea- 
'As will be manifeſted in its ſeaſon. 


| Of horrid miſchief; and for that intent 


I For having try'd their utmoſt {irength betore | 
' Inopen force, they will engage no more | 
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( (on, 
It was decreed the Glorious Prince ſhould die, 

Already you have heard the reaſon why. 

And though the firlt contrivance was Divine, 

Yet Hell hereby had alfo a dekgn | 


They firſt prompt on the curſed Inſtrument, 


In that vain way 3 but now reſolve to try 
What may be done by Helliſh policy. 

This Proje& taking hitherto ſo well, 
New S»mmony ſtraight are iſſued out in Hell | 
To all Infernal Spirits to make ſpeed, 

And puſh on boldly the laſt curſed Decd 3 
Fearing this Prince would prove a mortal Foe, 
Their Helliſh Kingdom utterly o'rethrow , 
And bring them to deſerved puniſhment, 
(For old and latter Treafons they invent ) 
Where they perpetual Tortures ſhall ſuſtain. 

- They feared alſo that he would again 
Reſiore that poor condemn'd degenerate | 
Forſaken Wretch, unto her tir{t Eſtate, 
Which ſhe by Luſt had lott; nay, turther more, | 
Make her more famous than ſhe was before. 
Which to prevent, they all conſult the way, 
How him to Death with ſpecd they may betray, 
From's Heav'nly Kingdom to be baniſht quite, 
And ever kept under the ſhades o'th Night. 


Various 
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Various their treacherous Conſultations be, 

Yet all on Death do mutually agree. 

Apollyon pulht it on with raging haltc 

But Satan, cry*d, Forbear, drive not too faſt, 

Such mighty matters call tor Conlultation 3 

We ſtrike uncertain, when weftrike in nathon, 

Thus black-moutl'd Envy op d his tnaky Jaws, 

To have them conduct well their Helliſh cauſe; 

Ere turther you proceed in this deſign, 

Pray take,faith he,theſe trantient thoughts of mine, 
The hearts o'th Fews mult f(t prepzrcd be 

With Pride, Revenge, and firongelt Enmuity 3 

And we mult think upon fome Friends that will 

Forſwear themſelves, our pleaſures to fulfil ; 

Such Witneſſes our crazy Cauſe will need, 

And ſuch muſt we provide too with all ſpeed. 

For well we know his Innocence is ſuch, 

With the leaſt ſtain Truth could it never touch 

Therctore thoſe Crimes he wants in verity, 

Malice muſt raiſe, and Perjuries ſupply 3 

And that they may paſs current when he's try*d, 

A Council we mult pick , ft to decide c 

The matter right or wrong on our hide, £ 

Beſides, *tis ht cre we the work begin, 

We ſhould the King of Terrors ſummon in, 

It his Commiſſion will not reach (o far, 

In vain, alas, is all our preſent (tir, 

His Pow'r is great, but don't you underſtand, 

He has refus'd to be at our Command, 


I 4 Not ; 
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| Not once, but many times? this makes me quake ; 
We are undone, ſhould he retuſe to take 
Part now with us in this Extremity, 
When all we have and are at ſtake doth lie, 
To this Advice the Devils all conſent, 
And call for Tyrant Death, who doth preſent 
His galily face, and boldly do's demand, 
What”*twas they would have him to take in hand ? ? 
Then ſoon Apollyon, King of Darkneſs, breaks 
Silence, and-to this purpoſe gravely ſpeaks, 


Apollyon. 
Dread King of Terrors, it thou ſtepſt not in, 
Down goes our Heil-bred Monarchy of Sin. 
We now can walk the ſpacious Earth about, 
And have we Friend or Foe, we hnd bim out. 
” Where &re we {cc a perſon that's upright, 
We ſeek his ruin with the greateſt (pight. 
> When we by fraud or craft can't him inticc 
$7. To: yield to Pride, or Luſt, or any Vice, 
$47; Bur that hel watch us with a wary Eye, 
$/* And perſevere in all true Piety 3 
: en on hjm do we bring outward diſtreſs, 
F*  To'make him loſe, or lcave his Holineſs. 
$ OurKingdom by this practice is made ſtrong, 
'Potentand large, and fo has proſper'd long, 
- But now thy help we need, tor much we tear + & 
 Thedowntal of our Kingdom draweth near, Fr. 
1þ +. Upon the Earth there now appears in fight | 
8 d mighty Foe, one call'd The Prince of Light, 'F- 
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TII 
And for what <1 ::2uld he from Heaven come, 
If not to exccute ©: us that Doom ( rife, 
Which Heav'n long, :;ace decreed ? To end which 
We are reſolv d to taiie away his Life. 

Already he's betray d3 it things hit right, 

And then we'l yicld himup unto thy Might. 

For thy Aſſiſtance, Death, we do implore, 

Elſe to theſe miſchiefs this will happen more, 
That Creature we ſo long have captivatea, 

Will in her Pomp again be re-inſtated. 

The thoughts of which there's none of uscan bear, 
Speak, ſpeak, pale Monarch* tor we long to hear 
What's thy Advice? Thou mighty art in pow'r, 
And canſt, we know, whole Nations ſoon devour. 


The King of Terrors, 
Great Prince of Darkneſs, you muſt underſtand 
We arc not wholly at your proud Command. 


\ For therc's a mighty Pow'r in Heaven high, 


nn a muenmnm———_—_ 


Which you are ſubject to as well asI : 


| *Tis true, from him I cannot fay at all 


That I derive my {izange Original 3 
Yet by his pleaſure am circumſcrib'd, 
And *gainlt his Will cannot be forc'd nor brib'd. 


| Wherefore, it he this Princeof Light protc&, 


In vain at him ſhall I my ſhafts direct. 
Betides, in this Exploit methinks I find 

Some ltrange forcboding ills poſſeſs my mind, 
As it engaging thus againlt your Foc, 

I {hould but hatten mine own overthrow, 
Take 


T12 


Take mine Advice then, meddle not at all ; 
Better fit ill, you know, than riſc to fall. 

"Tis true indeed, as youu have well obſerv'd, 
Your threatned Judgment has been long deterr'd : 
Buc if your Execution-Day be come, 

You can't eſcape, but mutt abide your Doom, 


Devils Original. 


Prince of Darkneſs. 

Thou pale-fac*d Traytor ! ſhan't we have thy Aid ? 
Then all our Hcelliſh Projects are betray'd. 
How oft have we ſtood by thee 3 ſent thee forth 
To do our wall and pleaſure on the Earth ? 
The firſt that ever thou had(t in thy hand, 
Committed was by me, at my Command 
T cauſed Cam to ſlay his godly Brother 
And fo taught thee how to bereave the Mother 
Of her molt dear, of her moſt hopctul Son ; 
And ſhall not now my will in this be done ? 
*T was I which did thy being to thee give : 
How many Subjects doli each day receive 
From me and mine? who do in every Land 
Promote thy State, and lend their helping-Hand. 
Theretore conſent, and ſhow thy angry Brow, 
And make this Conqueror to thy Scepter bow, 
Yielding himſelf to thee, firike him with ſpeed, 
And pierce his very Heart until it bleed. 
Then ſome dark Cave near the Earths Centre find, 
Where Light ne're pierc'd, nor Phzbws ever ſhin'd, 
There, there, the vanquitht Foe do thou retain 
Cloſc Prilu'er with an Adamantine Chain, 
When 
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when e're thou firik'fi,be ſure ſtrike home thy blow,» 
Leſt he revive and work our overthrow. 


Be bold, attempt, and let thy pow'r be known, 
The Glory of this Deed ſhall be thine own. Fd 


King of Terrors. 

I muſt confeſs I have been often ſent 
By Helliſh means unto the Innocent. 
' [To fatisfy your Envy, Pride, and Luft, 
Some thouſands I have turn'd into the Duff, 
Yet never did I firike, but on Condition, 
As Heaven did permit, in my Commiſſion. 
And though by Thee, and by that Monſter, Sin, 
; The Child of Hell, I firſt of all came in 3 
Yet am I not ſubſervient ſtill to thee, 
But bounded by Fehovah's own Decree : 
For had I wholly been at thy Command, 
Poor Fob had fell before thy pow*'rful hand. 
Where my dread Sovereign Lord do's give me charge, 
To ſtay my hand (though my Commitſion's large ) 
I mult forbear 3 But it he once permnt, 
The Jult, and the Unult, alike I hit, 


Apollyon King of Darkneſs. 

Wilt thou eclipſe my Glory and Renown ? 
Defiroy my Pow'r, and tread my Kingdom down? 
d, |Fy Death ! for ſhame forbear thy Inſolence, 
» Anddo'nt diſpute the Mandates of thy Prince. 
Strike! I conjure thee 3 do not vainly think 
*T will be thy Int*relt trom this work to ſhrink. _ 
en| * That 


I14 Death's in danger. 
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That hand, that powerful hand that conquers me, 


IF he prevail, at Jaſt will vanquiſh thee. 


Though now on Earth thou doſt in triumph dwell, 


Tf he o*recome, he'l caſt thee down to Hell. 


Thou from thy Monarchy ſhalt then be driven, 


And ſhalt abide in no place under Heaven. 
Thou that haſt been a Conqueror heretofore, 
Shalt conquer'd be, and never conquer more. 


Ah! lend thy Hand, ſhew forth thy mighty pow'rs, 


*Tis for thy Int'reft, Death, as well as ours. 
It Arguments and Reaſon may convince 


Thee try thy weapons on this dangerous Prince, 


King of Terrors, 
Say, fay nomore. It you hind things agree 
In order to his downfall; I will be 
His Executioner , 'do you not fear, 
T tremble at the thoughts of what I hear. 


| Damned Spirits, 
Brayely refolv'd ! Ar latt they all Reply'd, 
Swelling in Wrath, in Malice, Envy, Pridc, 
Wee'l now proceed, and crattily prepare 
All things in readineſs to cnd this War. 


Apollyon. 
Though Fzdas has a party for our turn, 
Yet we have more to do e're we adjourn. 
It we ſhould bring this Enterpriſe to paſs, 
Yet whea all's done, I ſhall be where I was. 


We 
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We mult ſeek out ſome perſons to defame 

His ſo much honour'd and unblemiſh'd Name. 
He's Juſt and Virtuous, and eſteem'd fo high, 
Who dares charge him with th” leaſt Impurity ? 


Satan, 
At this an envious Devil ſtrait jumpt in 3 
[le lead the people on, let me begin 3 
Te ftir them up to Envy more and more, 
Such Envy thot he ſhall not ſtand before. 


Belial. 

Thelc are but ſparkles from an haſty Fire. 
Which will for want of fucl ſoon expire, 
His Glory ſtill encreaſes, ours decays. 
Words without Actions are but faint delays: 
The rarctt Wit amongſt us muſt look out, 
With warineſs to bring this thing about. 
Fle tell you what I newly have contriv'd ; 
Let my Lord Lwcifer, the King of Pride, 
Make one amongſt their Rulers in the Seat 
Ot ſceming Juſticez Tell them they are Great . 
And Prudent men, yca Learned ones likewike, 
And in their Brealts alone true Wiſdom lies, 
Yea, tcH them that the Soveraign Lord of Heaven 
To them the name of Gods on Earth hath given 
Tell them both God and men have thought it fit, 
That they like Gods ſhould in this Grandeur fit 3 
And, anſwerable to this lotty ſtation, 
The people have them in great yeneration, _ 
Thus, 
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Thus, when hb? has put their Honours in a Hear, 
And Gwell'd them up with Pride and ſelf-conceit; 
Tell them *tis much bclow the ix Hh {gi Degree, 
That ſuch a low inferiour Mz: c 

Should be their Prince, or over he m bear ſway, 
Who rather ought their Greatnels to obey. 
Then, when theuncontrouled Breati: of Fame 
Has ſpread abroad the Glory of his Name, 

And fiIl'd each Eye and Ear with Admiration, 
Giving to him Applauſe and Veneration, 

Then let our envious Friend oncemore take”s place, 
And ſit as pale as Death in every Face 

And let him tell them, if they do not take 
Some ſpeedy courſe, their Honours lie at ſtake; 
He grows ſo famous in the peoples Eyes, 

They fhortly will their Soveraignty deſpilc. 

Satan, 
Nay, I can tell them yet another thing 3 

The people ſeek by force to make him King. 
Which if the Roman Pow'r ſhould underlitand, 
They'd quickly come and take away their Land; 
This ſure will work, or other ways T'le find 3 
Good Mariners can fail with every wind. 


Thus theſe Infernals ſeeking to prevent 
Their future, but deſerved puniſhment, 
Far ſwitter than the lofty Eagle flies, 
Did ſer upon their Helliſh enterprize. 
The King of Pride threw forth his poiſonous Darts, 
Which did not mils to pierce the yielding nn 


f 
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Of thoſe that ſat at Stern, who ſhould delight 

To do the thing that's equal, juſt, and right: 

But diſregarding great Febovahys Laws, 

They ſought ( poor Souls) for popular Applauſe, 
Puft up with Pride,and ſwoln with vain Ambition 
(That Tympany of th* Soul) They had ſufpition 
That if the Prince of Light were once aftected, 
They by the people ſoon ſhould be rejeded. 


For tirlt they faw his Miracles were great, 


His Vertues rendred him till more compleat, 
And made him o illuftriouſly to ſhine, 

He gain'd the Appellation of Divine, 

Nay, turthermore, they heard how ſome did ſing, 
Hoſanna in the Higheſt to the King 


' Of Iſrael! the fragrant Flowerof Feſ7, 


The Root of David, Oh! who can expreſs 

The depth of Envy which in them did burn, 
With raging flames, almoſt at every turn ? 

Cloſe Conſultation in their Courts appears, 

And i'th mean while ſtrange Rumors hill their Ears. 
The Miracles which he betore had wrought 

Into the minds of people freſh are brought, 

Thoſe wond'rous things did much encreaſe the 
He raſs'd,ſaid ſome, the Dead again to Lite: (Trite : 
Gave ſipht unto the Blind, who from their Birth 
Had never (cen the Light that guilds the Earth : 
The Dumb, che Deaf, the Lepers, and the Lame, 
In all Diſtempers, whoſoever came, 

Had perfe& Cure in every Dilſcaſe 3 

Nay, he could huſh the Winds, and calm the Seas 3 


Could 
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Could diſpoſſeſs the black Infernal Rout, 

And caſt whole Legions of fierce Devils out. 

Of five mean Barly loavs, and two {mall Fiſhes. 

He made above hve thouſand plcentcous Dithes, 

Thus many talkt what he betore had done, 

Grieving to think what now was coming on. 

His gracious words,and vertuous Lite commended 

Him to the Multitude, but much offended 

Th' inraged Rulers yet his Innocence 

Was {till fo ſure a Guard and firong defence, 

That they could not their wicked ends obtain. 

Yet from their malice would they not retrain. 

How often did they in clandeſtine way 

Endeavour their blood-thirlty hands to lay 

Upon this Sacred Prince? yet {ti]l through tear 

The people wonld rifc up, they did forbear. 

Sometimes they thought to trap him in his words, 

That Law & Ju'tice then might draw theirSwords, | 

And cut him off. And then again devife 

Another courſe, charg'd him with Blaſphemics . 

Againſt the God of Hegven, by which way 

They furely thought they might his Lite betray. 

Eut never could they over him get pow 'r 

Untill his time werecome : Now,now's their hour, 

The work muſt needs be carried on with ſpecd, 

When Heaven and Hell about it are agrecd. 

Though different ends in theſe great Agents are, 

Yet in the thing they both conſeating were, 

That Chriſt ſhould be of his dear Lite depriv'd. 

Though Hel! alone the guilty Act contriyd, .- 
Act 
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Yet God indeed from all Eternitie, 
Knowing what rage and curs'd malignity 
Would be in their baſe Hearts, reſolved then 
He would permit and ſiiffer theſe vile men, 
To bring his Purpoſe and Decree to pals, 
Which for our Good, and his own Glory was. 


CHAP. VII. 


Shewing how the Lord Feſus died in the Sinners 
ſtead. Such was bis love, and yet the Soul 
an Enemy at that time to him, and hated him. 
A full diſcovery of Chriſt”s bloody Paſſion, enough 
to make a heart of ſtone to melt. The Prince gives 
up the ghoſt, Death the King of Terrors, inſults over 
Jeſus, Prince of Light. Death is threatned with 
Dcath : ſhewing alſo what fear there was amongſt 
the Devils, leſt the Prince ſhould riſe again, and 0» 
vercome Death. A ſecond Council beld in Hell : the 
Devils, tremble. Death ſubdued. Heathen Oracles 
ceaſe. The Devil's deſtroyed upon the Prince's reſur* 
rection, and put to open ſhame. Foy in Heaven, An= 
gels ſing, Saints rejoyce. The end of the Firſt Part, 


Bur fo proceed, Will you lift up your Eyes, 
And view the Rage of Helliſh Enemies ? 
4 The 
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The final troubles of the Prince of Light 

Are coming ons Bchold a frighttul fight ! 

A multitude with Clubs, and Swords, and Spears 
About his Sacred Perſon now appears. 

This wretched Rabble 's come on a dclign, 

Which wounds and treaks this fiony heart of mine 
To think upon *t 3 behold, they are conducted 
By the grand Traitor, and by him infiructed 

How to proce: d on this great Enterprilc, 

Which he by Helliſh power did deviſe. 


| - Arm'd, as you heard, they fciz'd on him, as if 


He had indeed been ſome notorious Thief. 
Fond men ! It you this Prince's Nature knew, 
Your Weapons are too many, or too few. 
As Man, ſo meek, you necd no reſcue fear ; 
 AsGod, lo ltrong, he can in picces tear 

A thouſand Troops that ſhould approach him near, 
Of which a preſent Inſtance did appear. 
Some little rays of his dread Deitic 
He cauſcd to break forth, and ſuddenly 
They ſtagger'd, and fell backwards on the ground, 
That they might ſcc he quickly could confound 
Them-uttcrly, and lay them at his feet, 
But that he aw it better to ſubmit 
Unto his Father's Will, and take the Cup 
Which was preparcd tor him to drink up. 
But they recov'ring lirength, got up again, 
Regardleſs of all dread, and now amain 
Reſume their purpoſe, and with wicked hands 
Takchold of him,w.o o Hcav'n & EarthCommands. 
He's 
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CHAP Yi 


Shewinz how the Lord Jeſus died in the Sinner's 
ſtead. Such was bis love. and yet the Sad 
an Enemy at that time to him, and hated bim. 
A frul diſcovery of Chriſt's bloody Paſſien, enough t0 
#1a;e a heart of ſtone to +nelt, The Prince gives 
up the ghoſt. Deen the King of Terrors, inſults ovet 
p_ Prince of Lizlt. Death is threatned- with 
Jeath : ſhewing alſo what fear there was amongſt 
the Devils, leſt the Prince -ſhould riſe again, -' and 
overcome Death. A ſecond Council held in Hell : the 
Devils tremble. IDeath ſubdued. Heathen Oracles 
ceale . The Terwil's deſtroyed upon the Prince $ veſtr- 
r:&ion, and tut 10 often ſhame. Foy in Heaven... Atts 
gels firg. Saints rejyzee. The end of the Firſt” Part, 


UT to preceed, Will you lift up your Eyes, 
And view the Rage of Helliſh Enemies ; 
The final troubles of the Prince of L '1ghe 
Are coming on > Dekold a frighriul fight? 
A multirade with Clubs, and Swords, and "Speats, 
About his Sacred Perſon r NOW 2pFear's. 
This wreeched Rabblets come on a d iefgn, 
Which: w ounds and breaks this tony heart of minv 
To think uponit ? beho!d, they are condudted 
BY che grand ] raitor, and by Lim inſtructed 
How to proceed on this great Enterpriſe, ' 
W hich ke ty Helliſh power diddeviſe.._ + 
Arm'd, as you heard, they ſeiz'd on him, asf -* 
He had indeed been ſome notorious T heit. 
Fond men ! If you this Prince's Nature knew; 
Your weapons are too many, or too few. 
As man, fb meek, you need not reſcue fear ; 
As Cod, fo ſtrong, he can in pieces tear 
A thouſand Troops that thould approach him near, 
Of which a ORs Inſtance did appear: 


. 
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Some little rays of his dread Deity 
He cauſed to break forth, and ſuddenly 
T hey ſtagger'd and fell backwards on the ground, 
T hat they might ſee he quickly could confound 
Them utterly, and lay them at his feet, 
But that he ſaw it better to ſubmit 
Linto his Father's Will, and take the Cup 
W hich was prepared for him to drink up. 
But they recov'ring ſtrengh, got up again, 
Regardleſs of all dread, and now amain 
Reſume their purpoſe, and with wicked hands 
Take hold of him, who Heav'n & Earth Commands. 
He's taken Priſoner, and ſtrongly bound, 
Who in one moments time could quite confound 
The Univerſe, and all that him offend ( ſend. 
Down to- Hell's bottom quick with vengeance 
Yet like a Lamb he's to the ſlaughter led, 
And, as a Melefector, ſuffered, 

Moſt dreadful ſorrows did his Soul indure 
T hat peace and Joy for her he might procure ; 


' To bring his purpoſe to an happy end, 


He manifeſts himſelf indeed a Friend, 

A bountcous Friend, who thinks his Lite not dear, 
But freely lays it down, doth treely bear 

The ſtroke - > pans that he might recover 

Her forfeit Life again. Oh! Sacred Lover ! 


Oh! Matchleſs Love and Crace ! Let every Eye 


Qpen its Sluces, draw its Fountains dry. 
Tf he for us ſuch bitter ſorrows felt, 
Then ler the thoughts of his ſtrong Paſſion mele 
Qur fit-congealed hearts, our hearts of ſtone 
What was the reaſon why this Sacred One 
Did hear all this > Were not our fins the cauſe ? 
He ſuffers, but 'twas we had broke the Laws. 
Is he betray'd to Death ? Weep o're his Herſe, 
Who onlv did our Death for to reverſe. 
You Sin-fick Souls, think on his bloody Paſſion, 
Ard then take up this bitter Lamentation : 
Dear God! I fin'd and did a Saviour need, 
Aud muſt the Lord of Lite and Glory blced ! as; 
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Ah! muſt his dear end precious blood be ſpilt; 
To free me from my vile and horrid Guilt 
Di&# thou, ſweet Lord, my heavy burtken bear ? 
And ſhall not I lament, nor thed a T ear ? 
Shall not my hard and flinty heart diſſolve, ( falve 
To think how nought but thy own blood could 
My feſter'd wounds» W hat: heart is fo condens'd, 
T hat cannot by theſe thoughts be influenc'd 
And mov'd unto remorſe end great Contrition, 
I'th ſeate of the Lord Jefus's Cructhxion ? Hall 
They hal'd him ( bound ) unto the High Prieſts 
Where Prieſts and Council did for witnels call. 
They ſearch'd about for ſuch, but none could find, 
Who did agree rogether in one mind. 
hey us'd him like a T heif, put him to ſhame, 
Who bore it wich great patience, like a Lamb. 
They blindfold hiniin a diſgracetul fort, 
And 1gnominioutly made him their ſport, 
Thev {mote him on the tace, pluckr off his hair, 
And bid him propheſy then who they were 
TT hat did him ſtrike, that ſo they might thereby 
His Office of a Prophet vilite. 
His own dear Servants ia this diſmal Day 
Did him forſake, and from him fly away. 
T hey, they in wkem his Soul took ſweet delight; 
His curſed Foes did fo amaze and fright, 
TT hat they difown'd him too, and lef him all 
To ſtandalone, or otherwiſe to fall, 
Yea, Peter, who would have his Lord connde 
In kim above the reſt, Routly deny'd - 
He ever knew him; nay, and furthermore, 
To pur it out of doubt, he curſt and ſwore. 
Ah ! What is man when God withdraws his hang 3 
A Peter then one moment cannot ſtand, 
T his doubtleſs did add grief unto his Heart, 
To fee his ewn D:iciples to depart, : 
And leave him thus in his Adverfiie, "7 
When in their ſtead it was he came to die. p 
He after this bore much rebuke and ſhame, 
Scoffs, blows, reproaches, {tripes, oh who can oo 
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Who tries the Reins and views the inward 
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The many Cruelties he underwent 

&fore his painiul Death, and not lament ? 
Fey crully inite him 01 h1s precious Cheeks, 
WW hich he with patience be ars, and never ſeeks 
To free himſelf trom this their Infolence, 
Although he «new his ſpotlets Innocence. 
Q Gracious Lord | how, how waſt thcu abus'd, 
Unjuſtly judg'd, and falſely too aceus'd 

Accus'd as ounlty of tome grievous tact, 

Who thoughtlt no Evil, none didft ever act ? 
No ftain nor ſpot of fin was found in thee, 

1 hough thus thou tuffer'ſt for Iniquity. 

The injuries which thou that Night did'ſt bear, 
How great, my Giod ! how numberleſ. they were 

When he had paſt away that tedious Night, 

Early next morning they with Helliſh ſp ight, 
Like ſome great Malefactor, him preſent 

To Porzizs Pilaie : where with i INNocen 
And pie: iſant Conntenance he then id and, 
To know what 'twas of tim they did demand, 
Then wath an humble Silence held his peace, 
Which made the tury of his ices increatc, 
Next was he unto wicked Herg1 ſent, 
Who at his prefence feemecd much content, 
Hoping ke might fort. e *yuiracle behold, 
Becauſe be had be: n of ſtranze Wonders tolc. 
Bur he that knew: the ſecrets of all Hearts, 
t Parts, 
Knew well his curious, but <>" vpn mind, 
Was only unto wickedr [s 'nclitd. 
Chriſt Anfiver'd pot when te lookt for tt enites, 
Which made King Herod and his men A AF TE 
£31; * Precious Lord, the Prince of Peace, witilit 
Became the pattern of Humilitie. 
Thus Sinners contradict, and dare reprove 
T he Lord cf Lite, who guaickly coul: remove 
T he lofty from their Sears, and thein confount] ; 
But nought but Love an Mercy doth abound, 
This was the Day of his Humiliation, 
He's tirft abag'd, then comes his Exaltation, 
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But, oh? that ever men ſhould be ſo vile, 
To ſmite thoſe Lips that never utter'd guile ! 
He at whoſe grea: Command the Seas were ſtill, 
Is now coinmanded by each] yrant's will. 
He's ſent to Hero, tnea ſent back again 
Lizto the Judgment-Sear ; But oh ! what pain 
I i:1 te indure there by moſt wicked men ( Pen 
What Heart can thinx, what Tongue expreſs, what 
Can fer it forth 2 T keir facrilegions Hands 
Bound him about with trong and crue! bands : 
i hey mock'd and did deride him {fametully, 
And then aloud fer up a curied Cry, 
Fi 0! l, bolt yu ttt, deliver Baraboas. 
VWiioa notorious AMaici2cior wes, 
A Buralba; is row preie:n'd betore 
Him, whom the glorious Angels do adore. 
A 2 turdorer hall ſpared, faved be, 
When 1ESLHS ſhall be hanged on a Tree. 
With torturing whips they ſcourged him moſt ſore, 
Uri his flcth was dy'd with Purple Gore. 
Q) dreadful d:{mal Cup !' what heart can think 
Qn what heunderwent, and's fleſh net ſhrink ? 
{ keBlood that once run through his ſacredVeins, # 
[5 now let out by Son!l-tormenting pains, 
Anvd ail the bluthing Pavement gilds, not ſtains. 4 
An! don't you ſee how tt fell trickling down, 
Yet uoto him was no compaſtion thown. 
1heBlood that iNucd forth from every wound 
I eſcents in pearly drops unto the ground. 
Oh Larth ! that didit recieve that holy Blood, ? 
Nor fruitful Nz/e, nor T4245 golden Flood C 
Covld ever yield lixe Veitue, or {uch good ; 
Ne're fuch 2 ſtream did water thee before, 
Nor ſha!l again retreth thee any more. 
Nor were theſe cruel Larb'ruus fcorrgings all 
T tat he endur'd in that remcrflefs Hall ; 
For after this thoy clorhed him in tcorn 
With Purple, when his {{eſh was laſkt and torn, 
And in derifion of his Princely State, 
T heir impious hands a Crown of thorns did plate, 
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Preffing it on his gracious Head with pain, 
Till Sacred Drops did iflie forth again 
Inruful fort, as they had done before, 
Spreading his precious Neck and Face all o're. 
1 hus like a Lamb amongſt thoſe Wolves he tood, 
From head to foot befprinkled o're with blood. 
His Kingly Office further to debaſe, 

Stead of the Scepter due to 7:.1ah's Race, 

They put a reed in's hand, then kneel before him, 
Aad in Derifton feignedly adore him. 

Thus, thus did they the Sacred Prince abuſe. 
Crying in ſcorn-- Atl hail, King of the Fews : 

Then in Diſdain they ſpit in's lovely Face. 

Could Devils of?r God a worſe Diſgrace » 

Oh depth of Love alone, that knows no bounds, 

0 {uffer ſuch dire ſtripes, ſuch mocks & wounds ! 
'I was we that fin'd, 'twas thou that ſufferit ſhame, 
To free us from the guilt. Oh let thy Name 
Thy Sacred Name for ever honour'd be, 

Who thus waſt us'd, to ſet poor Sinners free. 
Bur yet, alas ! theſe ſufferings were not all, 
More bitter things did unto him befall. 

OF next they took the Robe, his own pot on, 


- And now as if their malice freſh begun, 


Nor fatisfy'd their God for to deride, 

Þ hey loud cry'd out, Let hin be Crucify'd. 

His Blood they thirſt for. P/lat gives conſent, 

Though Conſcience told him he was Innocent, 

And had deſerved neither Death nor Bands, 

Yet up he gives him to the Rabbles hands. 

He knew of malice they had brought him thither, 

Yet he and they at laſt combine together 

T* imbrew their guilty hands in guiltleſs Blood, 

Who never did them harm, but always good. 

Rather than Pilate will diſpleaſe the Jews, 

Hee'l ſtifle Confeience, utterly refuſe 

All Admonitions ; though his boſom Friend 

A timely warning finto him did ſend, 

Liſes Intreaties, urges Arguments, 

But nothing would prevail, nothing prevents 
elr 
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Their wicked purpoſe. Sentence being paſt, 

Unto his Execution now they haſt. 

Thongh he was wounded very much before, 

His feth, his Virgin fleſh, wich ſtripes made ſore, 
FX et they upon his Martrr'd ſhoulders lay 

His heavey Croſs? till fainting by the way 

By reaſon of th intolerable pain 
H is bleeding wounds procured, thev conſtrain 

A Country-man of Cyrere ( who Gid pats 

A long that way ) to bear his pond'rous Crofts. 

And coming up to diſmal Gelzoths. 

Without remorſe of Conſcience, dread, or awe, 
They ſtill perfiſt in putting him to Death, 

A Death the worſt that c're ſftopt humane Breath 
The cru? D24th oth Croſs, matchieſs for pain, 

And by Giod's Curſe moſt liable to ſhame. 

To cauſe the Juſt to die was crueltte, 

But Crucifxion's more than 'tis to die. 

Prod:gious Rage i ſtrange metamorphos'd mind ! 

W hat z kill the Lord, who was to you fo kind / 

W hat was his Crime ? what his ſo great offence 

'T hat not contented to remove him henee 

By violent Neath, but you muſt look about 
Whereby to find exquiſite torments ont ? 

TT he vileſt wretch that ever did draw breath, 

Or in the ſtricteſt ſenſe deſerved Death, 

Could never meet with more ſeveritie 

Erom baibfrous Foes and brutiſh Tyranny, 

He meets with no compaſſion, every heart, 

And every hand is fet to throw a Darr. 

So far from ſhame in this their villany, 

1 hey chuſe for time to a& the Tragedy, 

1 heir chiefeſt Feaſt, when to Jeruſalem 

From every part thouſands of people came 3 4. 
T hen, then they choſe this curſed this work to do, '- 
T hat he the greater ſhame might undergo. 

When. Prieſt and Pilate finiſht had their Court, 
Dear Feſ#s muſt be fercht to make them ſport. 

And row. behold (it yet thy deludg*d Eyes 
Gan ſtay to ſee fo (ad a Sacrifice ) \ 
Pcliold 


- 


we - Chriſt's bloody Paon. BookT 


Behold him lift up on the curſed Tree, 
Expos'dto Torture, [Death, and Infaimy. 
His Arms ſpread wide, as ready to imbrace 
His bitter'ſt Foes, ifthey'd accept his Grace > 
Quite through each hand and foot ſharp nails they 
And fix kimthere to wait for Death alive. (drive, 
Hanging betwixt two Thieves, Nun: el JinONg 
Tran(greſſors ly the giddy partial Throng : 
For paiers-by did rail 07 him with fcorn, 
IYazging rxir beads, who ought rather to mourn. 
W Ith taiznts and fcoffs the vulgar him abute 2 
by rompted by the C2! Prieji, and barb rous Fears. 
And when he thirſls through his excetiive pains, 
Behold what favour at their hands he gatiss ? 
All they afford toquench his drought withal, 

' 2s Vinegar, mixed with bitter Ga!!. 
Was ever tuch a prfe& hatred ki.- 12 
No Dram of pity, but all malice ſnuwn. 
He that for them had Water turn'd to Wine, 
And thown kis Pow'r and Charity Divine 3 
Nor Wine, nor Water now could beallow*d | 
Teafſwage his thirſt from this ungrateful Croud : 

ut 1nto's tender fide they thruſt a Spear, 
From whence there came both b1cod 237 water Clear. 
T hus hand, and foot , and head, and every part, 
I hey pierce and wound, for to encreaſe his lmart. 
Ah! tee that ſtream which from his Heart-b:c00 
The precious Palm and Cure of all cur woes (Hows, 
Each pious Sol, which truly doth beiteve, 
Its Sove ralgn Vertve freely ray receive. 
One drop of that moſt Sicred Blood is wortn 
Ten thouſand Thrones & Kingdoms of the Earti. 
When you by Sin do ſee vour telves undone, 
1 hink on that Blood which from his Side Cid ru. 
1 hoſe cordial Drops apply<d unto thy heart, 
Will heal thy Soul, and cleanſe thy 1rward part. 
Ah ! canſt thou of Chriſt's diſmal! paſſion hear, 
And not diffolve thy Soul into a I ear? 

3ut to return--- T here's ſomething {till behind, 

Which makes firange meltings' in my grieved mind, 


T hat's 
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That's worſe than all the reſt, oh hear his mone, 
And how his poor diſtrefJed Soul doth groan ! 
His Father hides his face, that gracious Eye 
Caits forth an angry frown, wiuch made him cry 
( Aﬀeer he had theſe bitter torments felr 
From cruel hands, and found his Soul to melt, 
His ſpirits fa:l, and wounded heart to break 
Why, Why, my Cod + Oh why doitthoey forfake 
Me in ths needtul hour +} Hard 15 the caſe 
When thou, my Ciod, trom me thait hide thy face, 
My Servants who tortoo!; me, are but Duſt, 
Poor fleſh and blood, alas ! what ſtay, what truſt 
Is there in man ; the beſt of men are frail ; 
Such as coniide 1n them, their (treneth will fail. 
But, ah ! My Truft, my Hope, my confidence, 
T hou, thou that art my Rock and ſafe Netence, 
Even thou, my Gol ! Of thon, O thou natl-f me, 
And this at laſt has of all Peace bereft me. 
W hilft Souls can fee cher Intereſt in their God, 
i hey can bear up under the tharpelt Rod : 
But when thy face 1s hid, as *tis from me, 
T key fink, they dic, they dte Ecernally, 

Thus, thus the Prince of Peace 1n fore diftreſs, 
His bitter mone doth unto Col exyrets. 
Cireat denths of ferrow ad oppreſs his Soul! 
When his fad portion thus he did condole. 
He ſaw himſelf foriatven and fortlorn 
Wher 1n our iter 0's anguytn great v4 Dorn, 
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Did heavy on ovr Zrecious Savii ut 3 

For Tvitice 1pa”'d noc, but laid 5: [1r Hard. 
VU hilt inthe room and {tad hy (vis to Fan 
Of the poor Sol. he cane fro Heaven to fave ; 
Iuſtice, alas! will the laſt tartiing have. 
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As fill'd his Soul brim-full of Conſolation, 1 
And by that means with joy he bore his paſſion. 
Should T attempt to walk the ſpacious Field 
Ot inſtances, how many would it yield, 
W here flames of Fire, were like to Beds of Roſes, 
Through Heav'nlyRavs,which glorioutly compoles 
T heir (virits fo, that they in Triumph fing, 
When half-conſum'd in Fire, they telt no ſting. 
God imiles, and Heay'n appears fo clear and bright, 
All feers and terrors were exti2gnitht quite. 
Bur he who for our fakes his Lite la:d down, 
Is torc'd to bear his Father's angry frown ; 
And in our ſtead he felt his Indignation, 
The birtereſt part of all h:s bitter Paſſion, 
How heavy is that ſtroke, how tharp that Roc, 
T hat's I:fted up by men, laid on by Giod ? 
When Heav'n and Earth, and Hell do all agree 
To lay on ſtripes with great{t feveritie ? 
T hat grief, that pain, that anguiſh muſt be ſore ; 
And yet all this tor us ble{t Jeſus bore. 
Who that beholds Heay'rs glorious Lamp of Light 
When in his ſtrength, obſcur'd from our fight 
By the dark body of the pale-fac'd Moon, 
Making black ſhades of Night appear at Noon, 
But woyid conclude from thence theSun were gone, 
And had forſaken quite our Horizon ? 
And yet we know he's but eclips'd a while, 
And foon will lend the World another ſmile ; 
Diſperſe thoſe ſhades that counterteited Night, 
And fill the Earth again with ſplendor bright. 
Lo, thus our Sun in his Celeſtial Sphear 
Is near his ſetting, yet but lend your Ear 
Unto the Voice, th' amazing Voice of Heaven, 
Youlttind an univerſal notice given 
Unto the world when this bright Sun went down. 
Heay'ns light foot Herauld quickly makes it known, 
c_ lies bleeding, nailed on the Tree, 
And now the univerſal World ſhall ſee þ 
he 


Heavenat a part in this black Tragedy. 
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The Worlds great Eye, thenatural Sun, whoſe 
F.ach day thegughout the Univerſe diſplays ( Rays 
From Eaſt to Weſt, from North to South, his face 
Viſiting and refreſhing every place, 

No ſooner doth he ſpy the Prince near dead, 
But ſtraightway he withdraws his bluſhing Head. 
T hat horrid fight bright Sol abhor'd to ſee. 
And hides his tace from Noon till after Three, 
At I hree Chriſt's matchlels Tormeats made him 
El:, El:, Lima ſabachihant. ( cry, 
T hen was the Temple Vail rent quite aſunder, 
The earth did Thake, the rocks did roar like thunder, 
The Ulouds grew thick, and ſuch as ſcatter'd were, 
Conjoin'd to darken all the Hemiſphear. 
TT hus for three hours Darkneſs great remain'd, 
All hearts now tremble, every ſpirit's pain'd. 
The Aſtronomers; who itarry motions trace, 
And read Earth's wonders 11 Heav*ns various face, 
( Euſebius, and other Authors write ) 
Were much amaz*d at that unuſal fight > 
Their Learning could no natural Cauſes ſpy. 
Nor give a Reaſon of that Prodigte. 
SF: he Thong being chen at full, jult oppoſite, 
Could not in Natures courſe eclipſe Solfs Light, 
Twas ſupernatnral what he ſuffered, 
And that was it which fill'd them all with dread. 
Some ſmote tkeir breaſts, whilſt others in confuſion 
Drew from the premiſes this juſt Concluſion, 
Either tbe God of Nature ſuffers now 
( When Sol in Sables muMfles thus his brow ) 
Or the whole frame ofth World in a ſhort ſpace, 
Will be diſſolv*d and end its painful Race. 
T heſe dreadful things which then did come to pals, 
Do fully prove He the Meſſiah was. 
And many when they ſaw thoſe Wonders done, 
Cry*d out indeed he was God's only Son. 
Had not this obvious been to every fight 
A real thing, with what great ny then might 
The Foes of Chriſt and Chriſtianity, 
Detetted all as horrid Forgery ? 

But 


04 . Deaths boaſting Triumph. Book I. 
But matt'r of I'act _ ſo very clear, 


"The Fews and Heathens thereby filenc'd were. 
Thus he yields up at laſt his painful breath, 
And for a while lay conquered by Death. 
Conquer'd, ſaid I ! forbear my laviſh Muſe, 
Recall that word, and be not fo profuſe. 
What, ſhall we ay, The Lord of Life is dead > 
"Tis _ a ſlumber, he's not conquered, 
He only for a while Retreat hath mace, 
To Le his Foes into an Amb! alcad de, 
And ſoon will riſe more glor:outly Array'd. 
Thus did the Glory of the World lay down 
His precious Lie, to purchaſe a rich Crown 
Of Life and Glory for tis Spouſe, whom he 
Found under w rath, condemn'd eter nally, 
Who had receiv'd t hat Sentence fall of Tre, 
Co, £0 tor re *N z. to eternal Fire. 
But he has b511' tor from He! i!!''s gaping J}A4v's, 
And i ſatis [y (1! q12{ ſt "- 88, t Ll aWws 
By this his Death, where he 1: res a} ond 
And ran{am' her even with his ear & B! ood. 
Pin fk, mv Muſe! What I'riv umph For $i \OU, 
What Voice 1s ! "ar noarfe ſounding in min» Ear 


: "11s Death, cot! loſs 't15 De 2 =, th ar ghaſtly Ki, 


Who over Chr'j, F: Such now multing fins ? 
Now h © Nas ney 111 Gov WI P! '6rhe <N ear 
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WW + 1 ”” 21 F ” NT i "_ Wi he: ace? For thoush I be, 
Yer ] N01 | not n ay {elf ; nor wiry to re 


. The mighr1e Monarchs bend, L role, I raign, 


And - oe 17h and | Lofty*s Sovyeraon. 

All 1: -: hethouzhts of m7 7 2rim face, 
They nov. tv run, yet canr- -find a place 

To hid:*'.::/oivns, My Pay T7 arm; - 


Yet know} n It v9 fer me 1n '! this + Das. 
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Chap.8. Death's boafting Triumph. 135 


The Kzng of Terror's boaſting Triumph 0- 


ver Chriſt whilft he lay in the Grave, 


King of Terrors, 


What am I? or from whence? For though I be, 
Yet know Inot my ſelf ; nor why to me 
The mightic Monarchs bend. I rule, I raign, 
And am the High and Lofty's Soveraign. 

All tremble at the thoughts of my grim face, 
They look, they run, yet cannot find a place 

To hide them(ſclves. My Powr's very great, 

Yet know I not who ſet me in this Seat. 

There's none that live, have liv'd, or ever may, 
But I o're them an awful Scepter ſway. 

Put, oh ! .what kind of ſubje& have I hexe? / 
A Subject, t whom no Monarch is a Peer 3 

Ah! how Ifmiletoſee't 3 PFle never fear - > 
Being worfted now. Alas! doſt thou fubrnit ? 
Art thou likewife brought down unto my feet ? 
Who's able my dread Power to withſtand 5 
Since thou canſt not eſcape my pow'rful hand ? 
Now I have ſeiz'd thee, be afſur'd that 

Will keep thee down, for ever thou ſhalt Iig 
In the dark Regions of eternal Night. 

Lo! here, proud Mortals, an amafing fight ! 
What can't I do, fince he that made the Day, 
By my ſirong hand is turned _ clay ? We 


136 Chriſt laid down his Life, Book I, 
If thou can't not thy ſelf from me deliver, 
The hope of Creature-man is gone for ever. 
None out of theſe cloſe Regions can repair, 
Nor xrc-falute again the ambient Air, 
I never did ſo great a Conquelt gain, 
O what a mighty Monarch I have ſlain! 
Now, now let me be crown'd victoriouſly ! 
For what is done, which none could do but I. 
Who dares my Triumphs lefſen or defer, 
Since Iam now a perfe& Conquerour ? | 
Here, here, Great Prince, with me in this dark Cell | 
My Captive thou with other Kings ſhalt dwell. | 
: | 
Prince of Light. 
Thou proud Imperious Tyrant, prethee hear 
Do n't boalt too ſoon, nor vainly domineer. 
A teeble Warriour may the Ficld obtain, 
When his ſtrong Foe is willing to be lain. 
My Life, proud Death, thou didſi not take away 
By any firengthof thine 3 for I did lay 
It freely down, as God did me command, 
This made me yield my ſelf into thy hand. 


45ty King of Terrors. 
Tle not contend, let that be fo or not. 
I have thee fate in my Dominions got 3 
And Cre thoudo return, Ple make thee know 
What pow'r I have, what *tis that I can do. 
My Priſoncr thou art, and here ſhalt lie 
In theſe daxk Cells unto Eternitie, 


' Wh 


 Chap.8. (briff could not ſee corruption. 137 


Whilſt worms on thy moſt lovely fleſh are ted, 
And with Corruption thou art covercd. 


Prince of Light. 
Stay, ſtay, pale Death, that thou canſt nev'r do, 
For I muſt not the leaſt Corruption know. 


King of Terrors, | 
( be ? 

Strange ſpeech ! who's this? or how can this thing 
Il | What's in the Grave ſhall not Corruption ſee ? 
| Though with rich Spices thou imbalm'd dot lie, 
Old hcary Time ſhall make thee putrify. 
Kings fortif'd by Lead and Searcloth's aid, 2 
; | In precious heaps of fragrant Odours laid, $ 
To ſtench and rottennels I ſoon betray'd. E 
None ever into theſe low Vaults do come, 
Who can eſcape that fad and diſmal doom, 
Ot being turned into Dult ;---I will 
+ Thy mouth with filthy putrefaQtion fill. 
The holicſt man I e're deptiv'd of breath, 
I turned into loathfom tftinking Earth. .. 
And doſt thou think thou ſhalt eſcape this fate ? 
No, thou muſt ſhare of all my Subjects ſtate, 


Prince of Light. 

7 Is't fit I ſhould be threatned thus by thee ? 

Shall Death prevail and triumphover me ? (down? 
Doſt know, grim Tyrant, who'tis thou treadſt 
I am thy lawtul Princc, and thou ſhalt own 

bi L 2 My 


| And cauſe them with great vengeance dewn tofall. 


| [133 . Tic death of Death, PBookT, 


My Soveraignty 3 thou muſt, O Death, ſubmit, 
And yield thy (elf, as conquer'd at my feet. 

On me thou ſhalt not have thy proud deſire 

No ſooner ſhall three Days and Nights expire, 

But I will make thy bonds and chains to fly, 

And thereby ſpoil thy Principality. 

But for thy infolence this thou ſhalt gain, 

To be thy {elt, o're-thrown,vanquiſht and ſlain. 
The tidings which I bring will make thee quake, 
For I reſolve on thee Revenge to take, 

O Death, Ile be thy Death, *tis even fo 3 

Thy utter ruin, and.great overthrow 

Is near at hand 3 Te rouſe up trom the Grave, | 
And make the ſtone to fly that's on the Cave. | 
Let Hell and Devils all combine to do | 
What's in their pow'r to fave thee from this blow, | 
Imind it not; Fle tear and rend them all, | 


Captivity a Captive I will take, | 
And him a flave and Captive ever make, b 

The Devils fearing what would come to paſs, 
Great con(ternation {traight amongſt them was, 
Their Chief amaz'd, with cnvious horror cryes, 
And to the rcſt with haſt himſelf applics. 


L aucifer. 
Dominions , Pow 'rrs of the Infernal Hoſi ! 
Awake, attempt with ſpeed, or all is loſt, 
Death's like to loſc our great and hop'd for prey, 
Sccorc him taſi, more Chajns upon him lays 
7 8p Hark! 


Chap. 8. The Dovils tremble. 139 | 


Hark/are there not ſtrange tremblings under ground 
Mixt with a cry, enough for to confound 

All the whole Hoſt of this amaſed Lake, 

Fear ſeizes me, I quiver, oh, I quake, 

What ſhall we do? make ſpeed, lct him not riſe. 
Help, Satan ! help, canſt thou no way deviſe 

To hold him under ground ? now, now, or never, 
It he awake, we are undone for ever, 

Should he the cords of Death to pieces burſt, 

Our latter ills will far exceed the hr}, 

Thus ſce how all the helliſh Ficnds do ſtand 
Agaſt, amaz'd, cach holding up his hand 3 
Bewailing their ſad fates, their hearts grow cold, 
With thoughts of what they fear'd they ſhould be- 
Which was the ReſurreQtion from the Dead (hold, 
Of him who tor poor Mortals ſuffered, 

Belzebub he crycs out to Abadaon, 

Ah! what a day is this! all will be gone. 
Satan doth gnaſh his teeth, perplext in mind. 
Becauſe they could no more Inventions find 
Their Kingdom to ſupport, cryes out, alas, 
We never wcre before in ſuch a caſc! 


Apollyon. 

Ah! what a diſmal day,Great Lords, is here ! 
The Gravedoth o'pe, that ſight doth juſt apes 
Of which you talk, of which you ſtand in tear, 
Now all our hopes, and expcttation's gone. 

- Ah! whois it hasrould away the ſtone ? & 

All proves in vain that ever we have done, 
| L 3 we 


140 Chrift riſes. Book I, 


We muſt our ſelves in Chains of darkneſs lie, 
And be tormented to Eternitie. 


7 hick darknc(ſs vaniſhes 3 awake, ariſe, ( skies 
Ye Mortals, and with joy open your Eyes; 
Behold the morning of that long'd for Day 

The Grave doth o'pe, whilſt Devils fly away 

To hide themſelves, but cannot find a place, 

For Vengeance haſtens after them apace, 

The firſt Day of the weck is now come in, 

The Glorious Prince has made an end of Sin. 

Sce how he rouſes up from the dark Grave, 

The Soul from thence, from Sin and Hell to ſave. 
Ah! how the damncd Spirits cry and houl, 
Their teartu] fall with anguiſh to condole, 

Hell's Principalities are ſpoiled quite, 

And all infernal Pow'rs put to flight. 

See what an open ſhew is made of them, 

And how great FESUS doti their Pride contemn, 
Sce how he doth triumph over them all, 
He's on his back who gave the Soul its tall. 
See Death's by Death deltroy'd 3 a wond'rous ſight, 
Which doth the hearts of Angels much dclight. 
They pry into, and wondcr at this thing, 
Acconipiiſht thus by our victorious King, 

How like a ſneaking, conquer'd. ſpoiled Foe, 
That's quite 0'rxecome and brought to utter Woe, 
Doth Saran look. Ah, ſec the fatal Rout, 

And how the Frince doth drag thcic Dogs __ 
c 


Now from the Earth freſh Light doth gild ie 
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hap.$. be final Conqueſt, 141 * 


He makes a ſhow of them 3 Come, take a view - 
 O'th conquer'd, bloody, baffled Helliſh Crew. 
What a victorious Conqueror is here ? 

What Victor may with this great Prince compare ? 
All Warriours you admir'd heretofore, 
Let them not be ſo much as thought on more. 
'CHSIST FESUS heisriſen from the Dead, 
' Sin, Wrath, Death, Hell, Devils, and all are fled. 
; This glorious Conqueſt ore th? internal crew. 

Is yet more plain by that which doth inſue. 
'| Some paſſages from ancient Records ſhow 
The truth of this their hnal overthrow. 
Upon this riting of the Prince of Light, 
The Heathen Oracles were filenc d quite. 
Although their Prieſts and Prophets cry and call, 
Hencetorth they'r dumb, and anſwer not at all. 
Which Accident and unexpected change 
' Amaz'd them all; *twas fo prodigious lirange 
It made them look about to hnd the cauſe 
Of ſuch their ſilence and ſurpriſing pauſe. 
Þ? Szrely, faith Plntarch, they are either dead, 

Or elſe Wiſe men are riſen in their ſtead, 

Which in theſe days diviner Secrets know, 

That Oracles before were wont to ſhowy, 

Yet he knew better things, and did deny 
- That Spirits either could wax old, or die. 

Some higher Reaſon therefore mult find out 

E re he reſolve this ſenſe-confounding doubt, 

Had he convers'd with Fohn,he might have known 
| By whom, and how thole GoJs wcre overthrown. 


4 | Chriſt 


7 142 Jeathen Oracles ceaſe. PBook,], 


Chriſt was reveal'd ( faith he ) unto this End, 
That he the works of every Helliſh Fiend 
Might bring to nowght, deſtroy and ruine quite, 
Contining them to their eternal Night. 

That this is truth, from Authors of their own 
Might be made good, and evidently ſhown 3 
Sharp Jrvenal (*) to ſpeak it out is pleas'd, 
All Oracles at Delphos now are ceas'd. 

And lofty Lucan long ſince did complain 

That they their Deities invok'd in vain, 

The Gods (faith he,F ) by whom thu Empire ſtood 
Are from their empty Temples now remov'd, 

Their Altars too they have abandon'd quite, 

And left the places of their old delight. 

But with one inſtance moreT may conclude, 
Though I indeed might urge a multitude 3 


*Tis that which Plutarch doth aftirm, and I 
Eſtcem above what ere Antiquity 

Hath left recorded, or moſt curious Eyes 
Can view in bett approved Hiſtories, | 
Relating to the matter we have ſtated, 

Which follows thus, as 'tis by him related. 

About the period of Tiberius's Raign (raign) 
( Who at Chriſt's Death was Kome's proud Sove- 
Strange hideous Cries, {hrickings and howlings be 
Heard with amazement, in the Grecian Sca, 


* Sat. 6. Ceſſant oraculs Delphys. 
T Exceſſere omnes Adyt is Ariſq; relittys 
Dit, quibus [mperium huc ſteter aty Kc. 


Come 


I, 


Chap. 8. Heather Oracles ceaſe, 143 


Complaining that their great God Pax was fled, 
From whence great Contternations followed. 

No ſooner did the louder Trump of Fame 

This news of their great Pan's Retreat proclaim, 
Eut it was brought unto the Emperours Ears, 
And unto him a certain Truth appears, 

Who being ſtartled at the ſtrange Relation, 

Falls with his Wiſemen into Conſultation 

Who fought by Magick to rcſolve the doubt: 
Which all their Art and Skill could not find out. 


| YetChriftians in thoſe days could quickly ſpy 
| The way to open the whole Myſterie. 


M 


Comparing times, they found this ſtrange Relation 
Did juſt fall out upon Chrilt's Dcath and Paſſion 3 
And then concluded firaightway by the Fall 

Ot their great Pan, which ſignitieth Al; 


| All Spirits by Chriſt*s Death were fo afflicted, 


Their utter Ruin thereby was predicted. 
Yea others of their own Records liill do 


; Confirm the truth of this their overthr »w. 


How one of them conſirain'd ſometime before 

By God himſelf, their fall did thus deplore : 

« An Hebrew Child that ſhall be born, will be 

« The final downfal of our Dignity. 

« All our uſurpt Dominions by that Child 

&* Shall come to nought, and utterly be ſpoil d, 

« He (trikes us dumb, and nonplus's our Art, 

& Henceforth in vain no further Queſtions ſtart, : 

* But ſid and ſilent from our Shrines depart. | 
Thus 


bo 


” 146 Faith's vain, if Book ! 


Here ftop again, my Pen, Time calls away, 
Upon this Theme thou muſt no longer ſtay 
Leave them to periſh, let them fall and die, 
That this bleſt Reſurretion do deny. 

Shall God, his Saints, and Angels, witneſs bcar 
Unto this thing, and yet ſhall Mortals dare 

To call the ſame in queſtion, or deny 

What is confhirm'd by ſuch Authority ? 

No, firm as Earth, or Hcav*ns more ſtable poles, 
Let this great Truth be fixt in pious Souls. 
Without it Faith's a Fancy, and the beſt 

Of men more wretched than the vileſt Beaſt. 


— —— 


But now, awake my Muſe, no longer ſlumber, 
The Day doth dawn, and joys which none can num- 
Are ruſhing in upon the Prince of Light ( ber 
This ſorrow's gone, nought now but Glory bright | 
Shines forth in him 3 now is he rais'd on high, 
Far out o'th reach of all malignity. | 
Nor men nor Devils can annoy him more, 

He's fafcly landed on the long'd-tor ſhore. 

Go Turtles, go, whilſt thouſand Joys betide 
The glorious Eridegroom and his purchas'd Bride, 
That Sun is riſen who will ne're go down, 


But where's the Soul! O where, alas, is ſhe, 
For whom hedy d and hung upon the Trec ? 
What greeting? O what:Joy, when they do mcet, 


Who will his Spouſe with light of Glory crown. | 


( 
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There will abound ! the thoughts thereof are ſweet. | 
He} 


I,Chap., Chriſt be not riſen. 147 


He that was Dead is come to Life again, 


And ever ſhall in bliſs Eternal raign. 


Thrice happy is that Soul which he hath choſe 
To be his Love, his Dove, his Sharon's Roſe. 
But where is ſhe, and what is her Eſtate ? 

For nothing of her we have heard of late. 
Doth ſhe not wait ? doth ſhe not long to ſee 


His lovely Face, and to embraced be 
In his dear Arms ? O do'nt ſhe greatly crave 


One fight of him, one viſit more to have ? 

Doth not her Soul diſſolve then into tears, 

With thoughts of him who freed her from all fears? 
Read the next Part, and you will quickly find 

The Fruit of Sin, and nature of the mind 

That is corrupt, and filPd with carnal Love, yF? 
How nothing can thoſe vile Aﬀections move 3 C 
Oh how unkind to Chriſt do Sinners prove! 3 


The Ed of the Firſt Book, X 


Book 


144 Angels ſing. Book I, \ 

Thus God doth force Devils ſometimes to ſpeak, | 

That which doth much againſt their Int'reſt make. | 
But ſtay, my Muſe 3 the Cherubs chant again, þ 

O liſten to this more melodious ſtrain. 

The glorious Angels do ſweet Triumphs ſing, 

Upon the Conquelts of our Heav'nly King 3 

They clap their wings, and leap for joy to ſee 

This total Rout and happy Vidtoric. 

Shall Heav'n rejoyce, and more concerned Earth 

Not ſing aloud Fehovab's praiſes forth ? 

O happy Day, bleſt hour, the belt of all 

Poor Mortals ever ſaw lince Adam's fall ; 

Chriſt of a truth 1s riſen trom the Grave, 

No Pow'rs of Hell could keep him in the Cave. 
Yet are there ſome in theſe laſt evil days 

Deny that he trom Death himſelf did raiſe. 

The Fews alſo, with their Forctathers, ſay, 

*T'was a Decceit; for he was tioln away 

Whillt drouſy Soldiers tell into a fleep, 

Who the Sepulchre had a charge to keep. 

A thing themſelves, no doubt, could not bclieve, f 

But was forg'd by the Devil, to deceive 

And blind mens Eycs,who wanted that inſpection 

They might have had touching his Reſurrection. 

*Twas the lali game the Devil could deviſe, 

To hinder Chrilt's moſt glorious Enterpriſe. 

They knew that it his Reſurre&ion were 

Received tor a truth, no hope was therc, 

But all that they had dons, it tumble muit ; 

So the laſt Evil would cxcecd the hilt. 
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* bt if they had believ'd it, certainly 
© ſhe Souldiers had with great'ſt ſeverity | 
ken puniſhed, for being ſo remils, | 
\bout a thing ſo weighty as was this. 
clides, were they aſleep, how could they tell 
Vhat things there came to paſs, or what befell ? 
dr, if awake, why did they not prevent 
hoſe men who came with ſuch a ltrong intent ? 

And can one think, if the Difciples durlt (firſt? 
Attempt that thing, they ſhould have ſiript him 
Would they not take the body in the cloaths, 
Leſt e're they'd done,the Sould'ers ſhould Eaveroſe, 
And caught them doing it? and then be ſure | 
Great ſufferings for it they muſt endure. 
Nay, had theſe men becn guilty of ſuch evils, 
They'd been no better than ſeducing Devils, 
The worſt of Mortals : and how was it then | 
That God ſhould own and witneſs to ſuch men, | 
By aiding them ? Would Heavens Pow'r have gone | 
To provea Cheat, when Miracles were done ? 
Again, they were of ſuch Inteprity, 
As none could brand with the leaſt infamy. 
And they *ith face of Focs, without lealt dread © | 
Declarc that he was riſen trom the Dead 3 | | 

| 

| 

| 


— 


That they convers'd with him full torty days, 
Whillit he infiructed them in all his ways, 

| Beforc he did aſcend. And then agen, 

In Galilee at once five hundred men 

Saw him with joy, and in their witneſs gave, 

| That he indecd was rifca from the Gravc. 

Here 


144 Angels fing. Book I, þ 

Thus God doth force Devils ſometimes to ſpeak, |, 

That which doth much againſt their Int'reſt make, 
But ſtay, my Muſe 3 the Cherubs chant again, 

O liſten to this more melodious ſtrain. 

The glorious Angels do {weet Triumphs fing, 

Upon the Conquelts of our Heav'nly King 3 

They clap their wings, and leap for joy to ſee 

This total Rout and happy Vidoric. 

Shall Heav'n rejoyce, and more concerned Earth 

Not ſing aloud Fehovab's praiſes forth ? 

O happy Day, bleſt hour, the belt of all 

Poor Mortals cver ſaw fince Adam's fall 3 

Chriſt of a truth 1s riſen trom the Grave, 

No Pow'rs of Hell could keep him in the Cave. 
Yet are there ſome in theſe laſt evil days 

Deny that he from Death himſelf did raiſe. 

The Fews alfo, with their Forctathers, ſay, 

*T'was a Dcceitz for he was tioln away 

Whillt drouſy Soldicrs tell into a fleep, 

Who the Sepulchre had a charge to keep. 

A thing thcmſclves, no doubt, could not bclieve, | 

But was forg*d by the Devil, to deceive 

And blind mens Eycs,who wanted that inſpection 

They might have had touching his Reſurrection. 

*T was the lali game the Devil could devile, 

To hinder Chrilt's moſt glorious Enterpriſe. 

They knew that 1t his Reſurre&ion were 

Received tor a truth, no hope was there, 

But all that they had dons, it tumble muit : 

So the laſt Evil would cxcecd the hilt. 
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Ls. p.8. Proofs of Chriſt's Reſurreition. 145 


ut if they had believ'd it, certainly 
© ſhe Souldiers had with great'ſt ſeverity 
ken puniſhed, for being fo remils, 
\bout a thing ſo weighty as was this. 
clides, were they aſleep, how could they tell 
Vhat things there came to paſs, or what befell ? 
Or, if awake, why did they not prevent 

hoſe men who came with ſuch a ltrong intent ? 

And can one think, it the Diſciples durlk (firſt? 
Attempt that thing, they ſhould have ſiript him 
Would they not take the body in the cloaths, 
Leſt e're they'd done,the Sould'ers ſhould kaveroſe, 
And caught them doing it? and then be ſure 
Great ſufferings for it they muſt endure, 
Nay, had theſe men becn guilty ot ſuch evils, 
They'd been no better than ſeducing Devils, 
The worſt of Mortals : and how was it then 
That God ſhould own and witneſs to ſuch men, 
By aiding them ? Would Heavens Pow'r have gone 
To prove a Cheat, when Miracles were done ? 
Again, they were of ſuch Intcprity, 
As none could brand with the leaſt infamy. 
And they *ith face of Focs, without lealt dread 
Declare that he was riſen from the Dead 3 
That they convers'd with him full torty days, 
Whillt he infiructed them in all his ways, 
\ Before he did aſcend. And then agen, 
In Galilee at once hve hundred men 
Saw him with joy, and in their witneſs gave, 
| That he indeed was rifca from the Grave, 


Here 
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Fiitl's vain » if Book T, 


Here ftop again, my Pen, Time calls away, 
Upon this Theme thou muſt no longer ſtay 
Leave them to periſh, let them fall and die, 
That this bleſt ReſurreAtion do deny. 

Shall God, his Saints, and Angels, witneſs bcar 
Unto this thing, and yet ſhall Mortals dare 

To call the ſame in queſtion, or deny 

What is conhirm'd by ſuch Authority ? 

No, firm as Earth, or Hcav*ns more ſtable poles, 
Let this great Truth be fixt in pious Souls. 
Without it Faith's a Fancy, and the beſt 

Of men more wretched than the vileſt Beaſt, 


But now, awake my Muſe, no longer ſlumber, 
The Day doth dawn, and joys which none can num- 


Are ruſhing in upon the Prince of Light ; ( ber! 


This ſorrow's gone, nought now but Glory bright 
Shines forth in him 3 now is he rais'd on high, 
Far out o'th reach of all malignity. | 
Nor men nor Devils can annoy him more, 

He's fafcly landed on the long'd-for ſhorc. 

Go Turtles, go, whilſt thouſand Joys betide 

The glorious Pridegroom and his purchas'd Bride. 
That Sun 1s riſcn who will ne're go down, 

Who will his Spouſe with light ot Glory crown. 
But where's the Soul! O where, alas, is ſhe, 

For whom hedy d and hung upon the Tree ? 
What greeting? O whatiJoy, when they do meet, 


There will abound ! the thoughts thereof are ſweet. | 


He 


—_ 


| 


[,\Chap.%, Chriſt be not riſen. 147 


He that was Dead is come to Life again, 
And ever ſhall in bliſs Eternal raign. 

Thrice happy is that Soul which he hath choſe 
To be his Love, his Dove, his Sharon's Roſe. 
But where is ſhe, and what is her Eſtate ? 

For nothing of her we have heard of late. 

| Doth ſhe not wait ? doth ſhe not long to ſee 
His lovely Face, and to embraced be 

In his dear Arms ? O do'nt ſhe greatly crave 
One fight of him, one viſit more to have ? 

| Doth not her Soul difſolve then into tears. 
With thoughts of him who freed her from all fears? 
| Read the next Part, and you will quickly find 


| The Fruit of Sin, and nature of the mind 


- | How nothing can thoſe vile Aﬀections move 3 


That is corrupt, and filPd with carnal Love, 2 
4 


Oh how unkind to Chriſt do Sinners prove! 


The Exd of the Firſt Book, 0 
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The Glorions Lover, 


A Divine P OE MN. 
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| | CHAP. L 


Shewing how Chriſt renews his Suit again and again; 
which is done either by the miniſtration of the Goſpel, 

' or by his various Providences, and yet the Soul re« 
fuſes to receive him, 


| HUS have you heard a Sacred Story told, 

| FilPd tull of Wonders, Wonders, whichunfold 
Such depths of Wiſdom, depthsof Grace and Love, 
Which none can comprehend, it is above ws 
The reach of men 3 no knowledg is fo hi 

That can conceive ot it 3 nay, Angels pry 

Into this thing, this Myſt'ry is fo deep, 

It all the glorious Seraphims doth keep 

In holy admiration, they'r amaz'd 

"fo ſce how a! the Attributes are rats'd 
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350 Chriſt ſeeks the oſt Soul. Book, 


In equal Glory, and do ſweetly ſhine 
Fn their ©wn proper Sphere, altke divine. ; 
Here by diviner Art you all may find 

What was in our great God's eternal mind, 

Before the Earth's foundation long was laid, 

' Or Cre bright Sol his glorious beams diſplay” d, 
Reſpecting Man, whom he torcſaw would fall, 
And bring his Soul thereby into fad thial: 
Here may yon with much cafe and joy. efpy 
The great rcſult'of the bleſt Trinity. 

In that eternal Council held above, 

About the Soul, the objedt of i Chriſt's Love. | 

Here alfo, here's a proot of true aftetion, 

And how to love trom-hence let's take dire&ion. 
Who ever had orſhew'd fuch love as he, 
Whofar his Love was nailed to the Tree? 
| Bur, bazk! ſome do enquize, they long to hear 

What is become of th* Soul be loves fo dear ? 
Lo, from the Grave he's come, he looks about, 

He ſearches every place to tind her out, 

What, is {be fled ! and where? in what (izange If 

. Of cloudsand darknel(s lurks ſhe all this while ? 

Gaod Reader, urge me not, PFle let thee hear 


"That which may melt thy Soul into a tear. 
Excuſe my Pen tor what its lines thall ſpeak» 
Such Marble hearts as cannot melt, mu break. 
Toleave off here, I'm fure it is not fit, 

Nor would I write what you would have UnNWIifs 
But fince it doth upon the Soul refle&, 


er Inf na a gn pn Fer In et HP TIN Tun Rat 0 Pr A 


It matters not how much we do deted& 


The] 


Chap.1. The Rothy Heart, 151 


The folly which doth in the Sinner lie, 

When Soveraign Grace exalted is thereby. 

My Heart and Pen ſeem both to be at firite, 
To paint unkindneſs forth unto the lite. 

Wilt Thou, who doſt the Myſes aid, afford 
Divine atliltance, that each pow*'rful word 
May rend a heart at leaſt, and every line _ 
Turn Kingdoms and whole Nations into brine 
Of their own tears ? teach me, O Lord, the skil 
T* extract the ſpirit of grief, O let my Quail, 
Like Moſes Rod, make Adamants to fly, 

That tears may guſh like Rivers from each eye. 


| How can it once be thought that ſuch a Friend, 


Who loveth thus, doth thus his love- commend, 
And in ſuch fort fo ſtrangely condeſcend, 

Should when all's done by her contemned be, 
Though he's moſt high, and ſhe of baſe degree ? 
The grand deſign, the end and reaſon why _ 
This Prince from Heaven came, was ſcoutg'd, did 
Was to redeem the Sox, and ſo endeavour (di6, 
To get her love, and marry her for ever, 

As is before declar'd. But will you hear | 

How things are carry'd, how they manag'd are ? 
The time is come, you'l find, by what enſues 


\ That this great Lord his Suit a-treſh renews. 


When Sacred Love runs thus with greateſt force, 
What pity is't ought ſhould diſturb. its courſe ? 
How can the Sowt refuſe to entertain 

A Lover, which for hex with ſhame was ſlain ? 


M But 
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152 'A call to Repentance. Book 11. 


But ſiop again, my Muſe, thou muſt give o're, 
The Prince is come, lo he is at her door. 


Jeſus Prince of Light. 

Moſt precious Soul! I now am come again, 
Behold *tis I, who for thee have been ſlain, 
How is't with thee, haſt thou not heard the news, 
What for thy ſake I ſuffer'd by the Fews ? 

That through a Sea of blood, and ſorrows great, 
I now am come with bowels to intreat 

Thee to embrace the offer I preſent. 

And, tft bf all, with tears do thou repent 
That ever thou halt entertained Sin, 

That has to me fo very bitter bin. 


Soul, 
Repent ! This is a melancholly firain 

It ſuits with ſuch whoſe lives are fill'd with pain, 
And guilty are of ſome notorious crime, 

Whole glaſs is near run out, whoſe precious time » 
Draws to an end *tis good for ſuch indeed 

To look about them, and repent with ſpeed :. 
But thus *ctis not with me, I know no forrow 
Fle wavethat work, Fle wave it till to morrow 3 
To morrow, I mean, till ſome fitter ſeaſon : 

I ſee no.cauſe, alas, I know no reaſon 

To harkto thoughts that may difiurb my peace, 

When joys abpund, and ſweat delights increaſe. 

Repent!- at what lirange kind of voice ſhall I 
 Amarzed liand, yer can no danger *ſpy. 
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Chap.1. Many deny'd Repentance. 153 


FESUS, 

No reaſon why! Ah Soul, art till fo blind, 
Wounded from head ro foot, and canſ thou find 
No ground of grict, no cauſe to lay to heart 
Thy horrid guilt, nor yet the bitter ſmart 
Which I indur'd for thee, to prevent ? 
Severer Wrath, ſeverer puniſhment, < 
And doſt not favour this ſweet word, Repent ? 
'Tis well there's room, a call, a ſeaſon fit 3 
There's thouſand Souls who are denied it. 
Dar'ſt, dar*(t adventure ſtill to live in Sin ? 
What, crucihe thy dying Lord agin | 
Were not my pangs ſufficient ? muſt I bleed 
Atrcſh ? O mult thy finful pleaſures feed 
Upon my torments ? and augment the ftory 
Ot the fad paſſion of the Lord of Glory ? 

Is there no pity in thee ? what, no remorſe 
Within thy breaſt ? Seek, ſeek a firm divorce 
'| Betwixt thy felt and Sin 3 do thy endeavour 
To break that league, depart, depart for ever. 
Did I not ſuffer to difſolve the knot 

Between thee and all Luft? and wilt thou not 
Regard me now, but entertain my Foe ? 

| What, cruel unto me, and thy ſelf too! 

1 prethee, Sow, bethink thy (elf, and yield, 
And Ict thy Lovers for my fake be kill'd 3 
Ah, let them die, who it they live, will be 
Thy death at lait, who have bin death to me. 


M 2 Soul. 


154 Hpartial yielding. Book 1I, 


Soul, 

Thoſe joys are ſweet, which do delight my heart ; 
Ah! how can I and ſintul Objects part ? 
Muſt gainful Luſts, and thoſe which honour's yield, 
At once be put to th* Sword? And thoſe be killd 
Which ſo much pleaſure unto me afford ? 
How can it be? alas, it is too hard : 
The thoughts of it*s a perfect deathto me 3 
Lord, ſay no more, I cannot yield to thee. 


Feſis. 

Al ! Didſt thou know, poor Soxl,what *tis to ſin, 
And how my Soul for it has tortur'd bin, 
Thou wouldſt revenged be on it, I'm ſure, 
And a divorcement ſpcedily procure. 
Or, did{t thou know what griet it is to me 
To be contemned and deſpis'd by thee 3 
Such churliſh Anſwers wouldſi thou not return 
To him, whoſe foul in fervent love do's burn 
To thee, poor wretch, and only for thy good, 
"Tis that I (eck, and ſought with tears of blood. 
Onrce more I ask thy love, I cannot leave thee, 
Until my everlaſting Arms reccive thee. 


Soul, 
Lf I may have thoſe pleaſures which delight me, 
\Whoſe-amorous glances ſweetly do invite me 
To love them dear, who ltollen have my heart, 
1am contented thou ſhouldit have ſome part 
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Chap. 1. AA partial yielding, 155 
Of my affeftion : Worldly joy is ſweet, 
AndI reſolve to take ſome part of it. 


Feſus. 
Ungrateful Soul! did I not wholly give 
My (elf tor thee ? and ſhall I now receive 
A piece of thine, nay but a little part, 
That have deſerved more than a whole heart : 
'Tis all the heart, or none 3 do'ſt think it ht 
Sin and the Devil ſhould have part of it ? 
' Would any Lover ſuch ſirange love receive, 
To be contented that his Spouſe ſhould have, 6 
Some other Suiters, and to them ſhould cleave? . 
What ſaylt, deceived Soul ? why ſtandſithou mute? 
Diſcloſe thy inward thoughts, and grant my Suit. 
O ſpeak ! or, if thy doubtful mind be bent 
To ſilence, let that filence be conſent, 
If thou wilt grant me that whole heart of thine 5 
We'l exchange hearts, Fle give thee all of mine, 


" She look'd about, ſhe mus'd, ſhe paus'd a while, 

Whilft he on her caſt forth an Heav'nly (mile 3 

Swcet rays of Glory glanced from his Eye, 

| Enough to raviſh all the ftanders-by 

So great a luſtre from his garments ſhone, 

| It dazl'd all weak eyes to look upon. 

Like as the Sun his glorious beams diſplays, 

Difperling every way his ſparkling rays, 

When inhis ſirength & ſplendor bright doth ſhige, 
So glilicr'd forth his Glory all Divine. 

: M 3 Ne're 


156 Chriſt's Lovelinſs, Book 1, 


Ne're ſuch a beauty carnal eyes beheld. 

Ah! one ſweet fight of him has wholly fill'd 
Thegreateſi Soul that liv'd, and there is (til 
Enough in him millions of Hearts to hill, 
And none but Him alone can fatishe 

The Soul of Man, the Soul-enlightned eye. 
But ſtay and hear the Anſwer which is given 
By the deceived Soul. Olet the Heaven 
And Earth aſioniſh'd ſtand, whilſt ſtubborn ſhe 
Deny'd his Suit, will not perſuaded be 

To o'pe her door, who longs to entcr in, 

To fill her Soul with joy, deſtroy her ſin. 


Soul . 


Stran$e *tis to me ſuch beauty ſhould he there! 
W hat, fo amazing glorious, none ſo fair ! 
When I no lovelineſs im him can ſec. 
The Work, and outward pleaſures, ſeem to me 
More rare and fpriteful, tar the better choice 3 
Such things I like: but for this Lover's voice, | 
His Face and Favour I ca'nt fo eſteem, | 
Nor can I Jeave all things for love of him. 
Therctore be gone, and ceale thy ſuitz for I 
Have fixt my mind el{wherc, my heart and cye 
Is {et on that which outward eyes can ſee. 
Lord, let tne not be troubl'd morc with thee. 


O ftay, my Mule ! reach me an Iron Pen, 
T cngrave this on the marble hcarts of men. |}. 
Lt 


| Chap.1. A ſucceſs yet.  T57 
Let Sinners look within, then let them read 
Themſelves ungratetul, blind, and dark indeed. 
Would not cach Soul conclude this Creature were 
Belides her (elf, or elſe deſerv'd to bear 

The great*ſt contempt, and pity*d be by none, 

| That bids ſuch a dear Lover to be gone? 

How oft has he by precious motives try'd 

The Soul from fin and evil to divide, 

And make her too obdurat heart relent, 

And take ſuch ways as Wiſdom do's invent ? 
His Paſſions, Sighs and Tears arercady ili, 

As the officious agents of his Will, 

To work her to a {ence of her eſtate: 

But ſhe *s ( alas) ſo dark and deſperate, 

That his ſwcet voice, of ſo divine a firain, 

So moving, mov'd her, but ſeems all in vain. 
He ſighs for her, he knows her (ad diftrcls, 

He asks her love, but ſtill withour ſucceſs. 

Ah Sinners! view your rocky hearts, and then 
Smite on your brealts, lament,and read agen» 

'| * The glorious Lord his love's fo ſtrange,fo great: 
He knows not how to think of a retreat. 

His ſoul is griev'd, yet takes not her denial, 

But makes a new Eſlay, another Trial. 


Feſws. 

Did, did I love thee trom Eternity ? 
And my celeſtial Kingdom leave tor thee ? 
Did I Man's humane nature trcely take ? 
| Did my bed in a poor Manger make ? 
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158 Chrift repeats his ſufferings. Book. IT, 


Did I engage the cruePt of all Foes ? 

Did I from men and Devils meet with blows? 
Did I ſuch kind of tortures undergoe 

Which men nor Angels can't conceive or know ? 
Did Wrath purſue, and Juſtice fall on me ? 
And did I bear it all for love to thee? 

Ah! did I ſweat great drops of Sacred Blood, 
Until the ground was ſprinkled where I fiood ? 
And were my feet and hands nail'd to the Tree, 
Whillt my dear Father hid his Face from me ? 
Havel with joy, delipht, and chearful heart 
indur'd all this exceſſive pain and ſmart, 

And out of precious love to thee I bore ? 

And mult I fiill be kept out of thy door ? 


Shall, ſhall I leave thee then, and take my flight 


Into ſome foreign Land, and let the Night 

Ot diſmal darkneſs be thy lot for ever, 

* Where dirctul Wrath all graceleſs fouls do fever 
From all (wcet ſhines of my Eternal Face, 


That thou maylt there bewail with ſhame thy caſe? 


When ſhades of frightful darkncls thee do cover, 
Thou wilt condole the loſs of ſuch a Lover 3 

-/ MuſtI begone, muſt I my farewel take 

' Andleavetheeto thy felt ? my heart doth ake 
To thinKupon thy ſtate, when 1 do leave thee 3 
Far rather weuld I have theſe Arms receive thce. 
W hart. ſlight a Saviour thus, a Fricnd indeed, 
An early Friend. a Friend, who choſe to blecd 

- For thee, and in thy ſtead, that fo thereby 

He might enjoy thee to Etcrnitie! 
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Chap. 1. Chriſt's Departure. 159 


Farewel, falſe Sou], I bid thee now adieu 
Take what will follow.dread what will inſue. 
Grief, ſorrows, fickneſs and a troubled mind, 
Will thee purſue, until thou com'lt to find 
A changed heart 3 and vengeance do's allot 
Ruin to thoſe thou lov'it, who love thee not. 
Ile kill them all who have infnard thy heart, 
Before from thee for ever I depart. 
Ah! how my Soul with a tempeftuous tide 
Of tears is overwhelm'd, whilltt I'm deny'd 
My Suit by thee ! my paſſhons overflow 
To ſ[ce thee ſlight me, and my paſſion too; 
What , tread me underfoot ! whillt vanity, 
And worldly joys, are Jewels in thine eye! 
As if beſt good, and ſweet*ſt content lay hid 
In that gay fruit, which is alone forbid. 

He woo's, the Soul ſays no3 he ſtill replies 
He (ſweetly ſues, ſhe wickedly denies. 
He woos afreſh, (he anſwers with diſdain, 

I cannot love, but he intreats agaih. 
| Atlaſt he leaves her, and his Suit adjourns 3 
He views the Soul, and griev'd, away rcturns : 
He bids farcwel, and yct he bids it fo, 
Asit he knew not how to take her No. 
He bids tarewel, but *ris as it delay 
| Did promiſe better ftarewels, than his ſtay. 
He now withdraws, but *tis with a deſign 
His abſence might her heart the more inc'ine 
To th? love and liking of him, or to ſee 
What by ſome other means perform'd may be. 4 

S 


\ 360 Chriſt's departure. Book ll, 


As Lovers often times by rules of Art 

Deviſe new ways to gain upon the heart 

Of ſuch they love, to bring them to their bow; 

Like things ſometimes doth mo alſo do, 

T* inclinethe Sinners heart, he hides his face, 

And brings them into a diſtreſſed caſe, 

He lays them On ſick beds, for to diſcover 

The worth and necd of ſuch a Sacred Lover. 

- Poor Sinners, ponder well what you do read, 

And mind thoſe thoughts which woo you to take 

How you neglect & ſlight theday of Grace, (heed 

Or to baſe luſts and vain delights give place. 

Now ſickneſs comes, & Death begins to tright her, 

And 'tis no marvel it the Lord do ſlight her, 

Her drouſy Conſcience allo now awakes 

Alas, ſhe ſftartl'd much, the weeps, ſhe quakes, 

She crys out for a Chriſt, but non's in ſight, 

And all her other Lovers tail her quite. 

She yields, ſhe loves, but with a ſervile heart, 

When other Lovers ſlizht her and depart, 

Shc loves thee not, Lord Chriſt,tor what thou art, 

But what thou haſt : and ſhould ſhe ſpared be, | 

She'd ſhew her love to Sin, more than to thee. 
No ſooner the ſad Soul her ſtate laments, 

But bowels mov'd in feſw, herelents, 

In her afflictions, he's afflicted too, 

And can't be long ere hel compatiſions ſhew. 

He ſent relief, he eas'd her of her pain, 


And rais'd her up to tormer health again, 
But 


- 


4 
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Chap.1. Tbheologue fent again, 161 
Put as *twas hinted, fo it came to pals, 

The wretched Soul proves vile as ere ſhe was. 
Afiiction will not bring to 7eſis's feet, 

Unleſs great Pow rdo go along with it. 

The Soul's like Phar'sb: crys when ſinitten fore ; 
Then, then for Chrilt, and O *twill fin no more! 
But when rais'd up, and has ſweet health reltor'd, 
It cleavs to Sin afreth, forgets the Lord. 

But the affections of the Prince of Peace 

Abated not, but rather did increaſe, 

His love and patience both alike ſhine forth, 

To *ltonilhment of all who live on Earth. 

And that he might obtain the Soul at laſt, 

His Scrvants call'd and ſent away in halt 

To recommend his love, and in his tiead 

To o'pe thoſe precious Glories, which lic hid 

To her and to all thoſe who carnal be : 

Alas! they ca'nt bchold, they cannot fee | 
Thoſe high pertcctions which in Feſws are, 

Nor can they think his beauty is ſo rare, a 


Excceding all conception, all compare. 


Dear Reader, prethee mark what here inſucs 
Mind, mind the Arguments this man dos ule 
To move the Soul to tears of true contrition, 
Fetch'd from Chriſt's love,and from her lott condi- 
( tion. 
Theologue. ; 


By Jeſus ſent ! by ſuch a Prince as he! 
Ah! i "tis a work too great, too high tor me. 
What 


162 Tyrologue ſent again. Book Il. 
What glory, Lord, haſt thou conferr'd on thoſe 
Thou do'ſi imploy, thy ſecrets to diſcloſe ! 

What ! be a Spokeſman for a Prince fo great, 

To repreſent his Love, and toentreat 

Poor Sinners in his ſtead, to entertain 

His Sacred Perſon ! Lord, Ile try again 
(Since thou command'ſt me forth ) what may be 
Thou bidft me go, my duty is to run. ( done 3 
Did Abraham's Servant readily comply 

With his Command with great'fi hdelity ? 

And (ball I be unta11htul unto thee ? 

No, Lord, I will not; do but ſtrengthen me, 
Proſper my way, and let me have ſucceſs, 

That I with him thy Sacred Name may bleſs 3 
And how ſhall I,, poor nothing I, rejoice 

To ſce the Soul, thy Spouſe, thy Father's choice. 
What ncxt thy love's ſo ſweet, Lord, unto me, 
Than to bring in poor Sinners unto thee ? 


CHAP. II. 


Shewing the evil of Sin, and how compar d. 


AIL, precious Sou]! once glorious, noble born, 
But now debas'd, detil'd, in garments torn 
Nay, naked quite, yet mindſt it not at all ; 
Thy wounds do tink, and Vipers in them crawl, 
So 
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b, 
So many fins of which thou guilty art, 
So many Serpents cleave unto thy heart. 
What's Sin ? is't not a frighttul Cockatrice ? 
No Serpent like the Serpent called Vice. 
And doft thou love to play with ſuch a thing ? 
Ah fool ! take heed, view, view its poiſordus ſting, 
Brute Beaſts by Natur's inſtinQ are aware 
Of the gilt bait and ſence-beguiling ſnare, d 
Though it ſeems ne'r ſo ſweet, or ner fo fair. 
And art thou ſuch a fool to hug a Snake. 
| And in thy breaſt ſuch great proviſion make, 

That it may harbour there both day and night ? 
Ah! Couldſt thou ſee, or hadſt a little fight, 
'Twould ſoon appear a very loath'd delight. 

No evil like the evil called Sin, 

IV hich thou doſt love, which thou tak'(t pleaſmre in. 
For what is Sin, is't not a deadly evil, 

The filthy ſpawn and off-ſpring of the Devil? 

And is thy mind on folly wholly bent ? 

«What, love the Devils odious excrement ! 

Shall that which is the ſuperfluity 

Ot naughtinels, be lovely in thine Eye ? 

What, doſt thou value Chriſt, and all he hath 

Not worth vain joys and pleaſures on the Earth ? 

Has he ſo much efteemed thee? and mult 

Thou value him leſs than a curſed Luſt ? 

Doſt thou more good in that toul Brat eſpy, 

Than is in all the glorious Trinitie ? | 

That which men judge is beſt, they ſtrive to.chufe, 

Things cf the ſmallett value they retule, 


O 
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O wretched Soul! what thoughts doſt thou retain 
Of thy dear Loxd and bleſſed Soveraign ? 

Come, view thy choice, ſec how deprav'd thou art 
In judgment, will, atteion, thy whole heart 

Is ſo corrupt, defiled, and impure, 

Thou cwnli not Chrilt, nor Godlineſs indure. 


Again, what's Sin ? is t not a trait'rous Foe, 
A Traytor unto God, and Rebel too ? 
Ic firſi of all againſt him took up Arms, 
And made his Angels fall by its falſe charms. 
Nought is ſo contrary to God as thar, 
Nor more the pertc&t object of his hatc. 
The Devil was God's Creature, good at firſt ; 
*Twas fin that made him hatetul and accurti. 
Sin ner was good, its effence is impure z 
Evil at firft, ſo now, (o will indure. 
And dareft thou, O Soul, conceal this Foe * 
Nay, hide him in thy houſe, and alſo ſhow 
Such dearecd love to him, as to delight 
In his baſe company both day and night ? 
Nay, ſport and play, and merry be with him 3 
What Gods dos hate and loath, doſt thoueſtcem: 
Doſt not. © Soul, deſerve tor this to die? 
What greater crime, what greater enmity 
Canſt thou be guilty of, or cantt thou ſhow, 
Than thus to harbour God's moſt traitrous Foe ? 
The chictelt room he can always command, 
Whilti my dear Matter at thy door mult ſtand, - 

| A 


—_ AIM Oc 


Chap. 2. Sin worſe than Hel. 165 


And can't one look, nor one ſweet ſmile obtain, 
Who is thy Saviour, and thy Soveraign. 


What's Sin? a thing that's worſer than the Devil. 
Sin made him ſo, fin is a thing fo evil, 
\ 'Tis worſe than Hell, it dug that horrid pit, 
/'Tis fin that caſts all Sinners into it. 
| No lake of Fire, no Tophet had there bin 
For ſouls of Men nor Devils, but through fin: 
Tis that which lays them there heapupon heap, 
Sin was the cauſe *twas made fe large and deep. 
Sin is the tuel that augments Hell-hre 
Wer't not for fin, Hell-flames would ſoon expire. 
And wilt thou dandle fin ftill on thy knee ? 
Wilt make amock of it ? wilt jolly be ? 
Wilt fin and fay, alas! Iam in ſport ? 
Ah! ſee thy folly, ere thou pay'ft dear for 't, 
Is fin God's foe ? and is it foto thee ? 
Then part with fin, break that afhnitie : 
Diſſolve the knot with ſpeed, do thy endeavour 3 
Which will defiroy thee otherwile for ever. 


Nay, what is Sin? itisa Leproſy: 
When Scripture ſo compares it, may not I 
Call it a ficknels, or a loathſom fore, 
That quite covers the Soul, and fpreads all o're, 
Like to an Ulcer, or inteQious Biles, 
That do corrupt, that poifons and defiles 
The Soul afflicted, and all others too 
| That dwell with bim, or have with him to do ? 


Oh 


166 Six's 4 Leprofie. Book, Il, 
Oh how do men fly from the Peſtilence ? 

And wilt not thou learn wiſdom” Soul'from thence 
Sin is a plague that kills eternally 

All ſouls of men, unleſs they ſwiftly fly 
To Jeſus Chriſt, no Med'cine will do good, 
Nor heal this plague, but this Phyſicians Blood. 
What blindneſs is there then in thy baſe heart ? 
*Tisnot the plague, th* Phylician mult depart : 
Thou ſhutti the door, wilt not let him come in, 
Whoſe purpoſe is to heal the plague of lin. 


Nay, what-is fin? 'tis poiſon in a Cup, 
That's gile without, and men do drink it up 
Molt carneſtly, with joy, and much delight, 
Being pleaſant to the carnal appetite. 
Sin's {weet to him whole foul is out of taſte, 
But long, alas, its ſweetneſs will not laſt. 
Sin's ſweet to th* fleſh that dos it dearly love. 
But to the Spirit it dos poiſon prove, 
Haſk, haft thou ſuck'd this deadly poiſon in, 
And dott not ſec thy vital parts begin 
To ſwell? art poifon'd, Sol, look, look about 
To get an Antidote to work it out, 
Betore it is too late. The poiſon's firong, 
Don't ſtay a day, twelve hours is too long. 
One dram of Grace mixt with repenting tears, 
The grace of pertect love, that calts out fears, 
Mixt with that Faith, which kills all unbelict, 
Took down with ſpeed, will caſe thee of thy ga 
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Will purge thy ſoul, and work by vomit well, 
And all vile dregs of venom *twil expel. 


Unleſs thou vomit up each dreg, be ſure 


No hope of lite 3 one fin will Death procure 
Unto thy ſoul. Repentance is not right, 

Till fin, nay, every fin's forſaken quite. 

Not only left, but, as a poiſonous Cup, 

They greatly loath what e're they vomit up- 

No evil like the evil called Sin, © | 
IVhich thou doſt love, which thou tak'ſt pleaſure in. 

| Again, what'sſm ? it is an horrid Thiel, 

Ora Deceiver 3 nay, it is the chief 

Or grandett Cheater too that &re was known, 
He'has rob'd thouſands; nay, there is but one 

That lives, or ere has liv'd, but rob'd have bin 

By this great Thict, by this Deceiver, S I N. 

No petty Padder, his ambitious Eye c 
Doth ſcarch about, he ſubtilly does {py 

Into the place where all the Jewels lie. 

The firſt he ſeizes is the Jewel Time. 

He lixcly robs each Soul of all their prime 

And chieteſt days, which mcrcy doth afford, 

Which ſhould be dedicated to the Lord. 

And more then this,not one good thing they have; 
But them of it does this curſt Thict deccive. | 
dweet Goſpel Grace, nay and the Goſpel too, 
And all that glory which they alſo do 
Confer on us, Souls are deceiv'd hereby, 

And yet they know it not, they don't eſpy 

The way it works, it's done fo ſecretly. 

N Sin” - 
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Sin robs the ſoul of its ſweet Jewel Peace, 
And in its room do's grief and anguiſh place. 
Who ever doth this grievous lols ſultain, 
Can't have it made up unto him again 

By Treaſurcs of all ikingdoms here on Earth, 
No valuing it, no knowing ot its worth, 
Another thing this Thict has in his Eye, 
And lays his Fingers on, then by and by 
Doth bcar away, it is the Jewel, Soul, 

A loſs which mortals ever (hall condole, 

For had a man ten thouſand worlds to loſe: 
The loſs of them tar bettcr had he chole, 
Than loſe his fuul, why would you think it ſtrange 
What ſhall a man tor's ſoul give in exchange ? 
Thcre's one rich Jewel more, and *tis the chict 
That is ai1n'd at by Satan and this Thiet, 

Ah! *tis a thing more worth than all the reſt : 
How, how can thcn the value be exprelt ? 

Ie is a precious Stone that ſhines fo bright, 

It doth the heart ot the great God delight. | 
He loves it dear, 'tis that his cye's upon, 

And nought he prizes like this precious Stone. 
This Stone, poor Suul, heoffers unto thee, 

What fayli thou to't, canli thou no beauty (ce , 
No worth in that which God accounts fo rare ? 
Strange *tis! thall I the caulc of it declare ? 

Sin blinds thine eyes, aud dos beguile thee (o, 
Thou for 4 Pepple Icts this Jewel go. 

This ltone (know thou, is the Pearl of great price, 
Let not this baic Decciver thee entice 

To 
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To flight dear FESUS : wilt beſucha fool, 

To loſe thy time, thy Chriſt, peace, and thy ſoul ? 

Be thou more wiſe, and more conſiderate, 

Thou dott, alas, thy pleaſurcs over-rate. | 

Let's go to th' ballance, prethee, Soul, let's weigh 

The Pearl of price 3 make haſt, and quickly lay 

Into the ſcales, the fleſh, and' loads of pleaſure 3 

For honour, all the a&ts of mighty Ceſar, (ſure 6 

And cali whole mines in too, whole mines of trea- 

Add world to world, then heapa thouſand more, 

And throw them in, it thou canſt tind ſuch ſore 3 

And ſee which ballance of them is too light 3 

Lo it is done, and thine's ſuch under-weight, . 

It ſeems as if thy ſcale was cmpty quite. 

Let's take the Pearl out, and then lets put in 

An airy bubblez now let's weigh agin. 

Sce, ſec, fond Soul, thy ſcale alott dos fly, 

There's nothing in't, 'tis leſs than vanity. 

What folly was't to make the tirtt compare? _ 

What weigh the world with Chriſt! noneed is there 

To run that parallel, thou now mayſt hnd 

Thy ſelf deceiv'd, thou labour'ft for the wind. 

For fin's compos'd of nought ſave ſubtil wiles, 

Ittawn's and flatters, and betrays by (miles. 

It's like a Panther, or a Crocodil, 

It ſeems to love, and promiſes no ill} , 

It hides its ſting, ſeems harmleſs, as the Dove, , 

It hugs the Soul, it hates, when vow's tru'tt love. 

Ft plays the Tyrant mot by gilded pills, 

It ſecretly inſnares the Soul it kills, _ 
| N Z Sin's 


| 
#1 
*) 
fi 
[ 
Mi 
+1 
j 
"y, 
4! 


I70 Sincompar'd toDalilah. Book 1, 


Sin's promiſes they all deceitful be, 

_ Does promiſe wealth, but pay us poverty : 
Does promiſe honour, but dos pay us ſhame 
And quite bereaves a man of his good name. 
Does promiſe pleaſure, but does pay us ſorrow 3 
Does promiſe Litc to day, pays Death to morrow-. 
No evil like to th* evil called Sin, 

Which thor doſt love, which thou tak'ſt pleaſure in, 
Again, what's Sin ? a ſecond Dalilah, 

Which in the boſom lies, dces tempt and draw 

The Soul to yicld unto its curſed ways, 

And reſteth not uncil it quite betrays 

It's Lite into the proud Philiſtines hands, 

Who take and bind it with baſe churliſh bands ; 

Nay, and molt cruelly puts out its eyes, 

Makes it grind in their Mill. Devils deviſe 

All this, and more then this, when they do get 

The poor deluded Soul into their net. 


Ot this ſmall Book, O vicw the bitter ſmart 
Thy Saviour bore, it picrc'd his very heart- | 
Think thou upon his bloudy Agony, 

4 


Laſily, what's Sin? read thou the former YE 


"Tis that opes belt its helliſh mylicrie, 

And ſhews the venom which in it dos lie. 

No evil like the evil called Sin, 

Which thou doſt love, and tak'ſt ſuch pleaſure in. 

Had evil man's fool-hardineſs extended 

No furthcr than himſelf, and there had ended, 
*] were 
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*Twere not ſo much, but O! Ido efpy 

Another is much injured thereby, 

Ten thouſand times more excellent in worth: 

For the great God,who form'd the Heav'n &Earth, 

Doth look upon himſelf as wrong'd thereby, 

For he that fins, doth little leſs than fly & 

th very face of his bleſt Majeſty. 

And when the Son of Glory hither came, 

O how was he expoſed unto ſhame! 

It brought his Sacred Perſon in diſprace, 

When Sinners vilc ſpat in his Heavn'ly face, 

They taunt him with baſe terms3 and beiag bound 

They ſcourged him he bled : but the worlt wound 

Was in his Soul, occaſioned by Sin; 

And thou thereby woundit him moſt fore agin. 

O wilt thou paddlc in the pure ſtream 

Of precious Bloud ! contemn it! O extream 

And hideous Monſter ! doſt thou hug the Knife 

Which woundcd him, yea took away his Lite, 

| And will let out thy blood, though now it be 
Delighted in, and loved much by thee? 


Of Wonders ftrange, and Prodigies that are 
Amazing unto all who of them bear, 
None can come nigh, or be compar'd to this, 
A Prodigie of Prodigies it #. 
Of Love and Lover, ner the like was known, 
Nor was the like Ingratitude ere ſhown. 
The one doth love beyond all admiration, 
And ſuffer d things beyond humane relation. 

N 3 And 
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And he a King, but ſhe a filthy brute, 
A beggar vile, and yet denies bis Suit ! 
© ueſtion, 

From whence is it it? O why will ſhe not cloſe 
With this great Lo1d ? how can ſhe [till oppoſe 
His oft-repeated proffers? how, not yet! 

Yicld unto him ? pray what's the caule of it ? 
Atſwer. 

*Tis not in her cwn power to diſpoſe 
Ker (clf in marriage : alſo here are tholc 
V ho dwell with her, and her Relations be, 

W ho ſpoil the match, or the athniric, 

V hich otherwiſe in ail appearance might 

Pe rhioughly n;ade with Jeſus Prince of Light. 
Two proud Rclations Iottily ſtand off, 

Why urge her to reject him with a ſcott, 

The one is //7I, a very churlith picce, 

V ho all along, tor Sin and Satan 1s. 

1 he othcr's 7adgment, once molt grave and wile, 

But row with Will both curſcd Encmics 3 . 

To God and Chritt truc Picty oppoſe, 

Ard lead the Sou] with cvil ways to cloſe, 

*Tis they who mutt diſpoſe of hcr, 1t tac 

E're yield to Chiiſt his dearcli Spouſe to be. 

Fut Sin has ſo. by craft corrupted them, 

Ard drawn them to its party, they contewn 

This glorious Lover, and will nt conlent 

T he Soul (hould yicld to him, or {ſhould repent, 

And fo brcak oft with othcr Lovers, who 

She yct duth love, and loth is to tor-go. 
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Beſides them, in her houſe doth alſo dwell 
An Encmy call'd Old-man, known full well 
To be a grand and horrid Infirument, 
To keep the Soul trom granting her conſent, 
O! he's the cauſe of all the inward ftrite, 
And hates the thoughts ſhe ſhould become hisWife. 
! And will prevent ir, it he can fhnd out 

Mect ways and mcans to bring, the ſame about. 
Nay ſuch a Foe this Old-mazn is indecd, 
That till he's lain by th” Spirit, or does bleed, 
| Or weakncd in his power, nc'r will the 
With the Lord Chriti hrmly united be, 
Sl;ght wounds wo'nt do,he muli be ſlain out-right, 
| Such is his rage, his ſubtilty and ſpite 
Againili this happy match 3 till he's ncar dead, 
Ic cannot be in truth accompliſhed. 
Theretore expect to hear of his black doom, 
Bctore the ſweet c{pouſal Day doth come. 

There's allo yet another Inmate, 1 

Perccive dwells in her houſe (which by and by 
You'l hear much of } who all her fecrers knows, 
And can her very inward thoughts dilcloſe, 
His name is Conſcience, whole Power's lo great, 
That in her houſe he hath a Regal Seat. 
Theſe three Allies by Old-man fo corrupted, 
Have all along the bulincls interrupted, 
They naturally are oppoſite to Grace, 
And are tar morcinclined to yive place 
To (cnſual Objects, and the Prince o'th Night, 
' And to betray the Soul, tor want of light, 
N + Intg 
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Into their hands, of whom you heard before, 
Who ſecretly deſign for ever-more 

To take away her life, and quite undo her, 
Whilſt flatteringly they promiſe peace unto her 3 
The Soul's deprav'd and captivated fo, 

It chuſes Evil, and lets Feſus go, 

The chicfett 200d, and takes the chicfeſt evil, 
Being by nature acted by the Devil. 

This well conſider'd, may the cauſe diſcover 
Why ſhe denies to entertain this Lover. 

The Soul is dead, and cannot ſee, nor hear, 
*Tis ſenſleſs as a tone a one can bear 

The greateſt weieht, and neither break, nor melt ; 
Souls dead to God, ne*r love-fick pathons felt 


Unto this day 3 nor can they love, until ? 
They are convinc'd of fin and all the ill c 
Thcy have committed *gainſt his holy Will. 


Being ſenſible hereof, then with ſtrong cryes 
They fly to God for ſalve to o'pe their Eys 3 
The Eys affc& the Heart, when thou canſt ſce 
Chriſt will be dear, and not till then to thee, 
The Conſcience firſt is always wrought upon, 
Which never is effeCtually done, 

But by the Spirits Pow'r and operation, 
Which ſets it cqually againlt tranſgrchon. 
But leſt I ſhould be tedious, Fle forbear, 
Craving attention to what follows here. 


CHAP, 
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CHAP. II 


Shewing Chriſt's Heavenly and admirable Beauty, 
Riches, Bounty, Power, aud Wiſdom, 


Theologwe. 
ILT thou be crucl to ſo dear a Friend ? 
Upon thy ſelf *twill fall,poor Soul, ith' end. 
Did not Rebecka yiel'd, and chuſc to go 
With Abrams ſervant ? and wilt thou ſay no? 
What was an Iſaac unto him, whom I 
Deſire thee to tix thy tender Eye 
Upon ? was Iſaac fair and wealthy too ? 
Or was he great ? Ah Soul ! will ſuch things do ? 
If beauty, wealth, or honour thou dolt prize, 
I do preſent one now betore thine Eys, 
That is the Obje&, this alone is hes 
None, none like him did ever mortals ce, 
He is all fair, in him *s not one ill feature, 
Ten thouſand times more fair than any Creature 
That lives, or ever lived on the Earth, 
His Beauty ſo amazingly ſhines forth 
Angelick Nature is enamor'd fo, 
They love him dearly, and admire him too. 
His Head is like unto the pureſt Gold, 
His curled Trefles lovely to bchold, 
And ſuch a brightneſs ſparkles trom his Eys, 
As when Aurora gilds the Morning, skies. 
| -And though (o bright, yet lovely like the Doves, 
Charming all hearts, where rclis diviner Loves, 


Look 
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Look on his beauteous Cheeks, and thow'lt eſpy 
The Roſe of Sharon deckt in Royaltic. 
His ſmiling Lips, his ſpeech, and words fo ſweet, 
That all delights and joy in them do imeet 3 
Which tends at once to raviſh car and ſight, 
And to a kiſs all heavenly Souls invite. 
The Image of his Father 's in his tace 
His inward parts exccl, he's tull of grace. 
If Heaven and Earth can make a rare Complexion, 
Without a ſpot, or the leaſt impcrtcction 
Here, here it is, it in this Prince doth ſhine, 
He's altogether _— all Divine, 

1, His Beauty is ſo much dctirable, 
No Souls that fcc it any ways are ablc 
For to withitand the influ®nce of the ſame 
They'r ſo cnamour'd with it, they proclaim 
There's none like him in Earth.nor Heav'n above; 
It draws their hearts, and makes them tall in love 
Immediately, ſo that they cannot ttay 
From following him one minute of a day. 


The Flock 1s lett, the Herd, and h(hing Net, p 


As ſoon as &'re the Soul its Eyc doth ſet 

Upon his face, or of it takcs a view, 

They'l cleave to him, whatever doth inſue. 
2. Chriſt is the Spring, or the Oripinal 

Of earthly beauty, and Celeliial, 

That Beauty which in glorious Angels thine, 

Or is in Creatures natural, or Divinc, 

It flows from him : O it 1s he duth grace 

The mind wit! glorious Beauty, as the face. 


3. Chrilts 


Chap.3. Chriſt's glorious Beauty, 


* 


3. Chrilt's Beauty's chaſt, moſt pure, and without 
Not like to other's, which oft unawares, (ſnares, 


Like Joſephs, moſt treacherouſly betrays 
Poor wanton Souls, and leads them-to the pit, 
Before they are aware, or think of it ! 


Here may 'ſt thou look,and love, and take thy fill, 


| ( Yea every one who hath a heart, a will ) 
Whoſe {weetneſ(s ne'r will glut, ſurfeit, or kill. 
4. His Beauty's real, *tis no gliſtering paint 
That ſuits vain Sinners, this aftects the Sainr. 
The painted face pleaſes the carnal Eye 
Bur none but Saints through taith can this eſpy, 
That's a vain ſhow, bur this a precious thing, 
In tight of which Cclelital joy doth ſpring. 
5. This Beauty fills, and tully (acisfies, 
The hearts of all who have enli; htned Eyes, 
He that (ces Chriſt, doth ſay, Lord, now I have 
What ere I long d to ſee, no more | crave, 
I have enough, my heart and I arc hIl'd; 
Which was not ſo betore, wh.Iit I beheld 
Things with a ſenſual heart and outward eye, 
There's nothing here, ſave Chril}, can ſatisfe 
That precious Soul, which lieth in thy breatt 3 
Reject him, and ner look for peace nor rett, 


6. Chrilt's Bcauty s hidden, *ris ſo myſiical 3 


No glimmerings of 1t can appear at all 
To carnal Souls. This is the cauſe why he 
Is thus deny'd, and flighted {ill by thce. 


7. There's one thing more which I'lc to thee im- 
Touching Chrili's Beauty, by divincr Art z (part, 
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He doth tranſmit his beauty unto thoſe 
Who are deform'd, as ſoon as Cre they cloſe 
With him in truth, in a contract of love, 
He all their homely features doth remove. 
Oh ! he can make thoſe lovely, very fair, 
Who ner ſo filthy, ne'r ſo ugly are. 

8. This Beauty fadeth not, 'twill not dccay, 
*T will be as rare to morrow as to day, 
Not like to that, which as a fading flower, 
Ev*nnow ſhines bright, but withgr'd in an hour, 


Riches of Chriſt. 

Or, is thy heart on Riches (et? know then, 
Chriſt is more rich than all the ſons of Men. 
The Father hath to him all fulncſs given 
In Earth beneath, and all that is in Heaven, 
All Kingdoms of the world they arc his own, 
Whether inhabited, or yet unknown. 
He's heir of all things, and the time 1s near 
When he will make his Right moli plain appear, +» 
All Potentates his Tenants are at will 3 
And ſuch who walt his goods, or govern ill, 
Account multi give to him, and then will tind 
What *tis to bear to him a treach*rous mind, 

Chriſt's glorious Riches are diſcovered 
Yet further unto thee 5 tor all arc ted 
By him alone that on the Earth e're liv'd, 
Both tood and clothes they all from him recciv'd, 
And ſtill receive 3 *tisat his proper charge 
They are maintain'd, as might be ſhew'n at large. 

le 


+l. [=«@. Ac t% Z7@ _ Had 0A, Fo ., 


DC ——— 


|Chap.3, Chriſt's great Riches. I 79 


Ile only give a hint or two at things, 

His Trealures far ſurmount all Earthly Kings. 

He has paid all the debts of every one 

That clos'd with him. Odo but think upon. 
This very thing, and wiſcly then account + 

To what a ſum this payment will amount : 
Suppoſe cach Soul ten thouſand Talents were 

In dcbt to God : ſome little time we'l ſpare 

To caſt it up. *Tis done, and lo *tis found 
Eighteen hundred ſev*nty five thouſand pound. 
And leſs than that what ſinners ow'd that's clear'd 
As often-times, I doubt not, you have hear'd, 
What did they altogether, think you, owe ? 
Who's able to account it ? who can ſhow 

The quantity of that great debt, which he 

Paid at one ſingle payment on the Tree? 

The quality too of his Riches are 


2 


So great in worth, O fo tranſcendent rare, 
Their Nature Men nor Angels can declare, 
No other Coin would with God's Juſtice go, 
To ſatisfie for debts which Sinners owe. 

Nay the whole World, nor yet ten thouſand more, 
Could not diſcount one farthing of that ſcore, 
But had Chritt's worth and Riches only bin 
Sutficient to diſcharge from debts ot Sin 
And had he not more Treaſure to beſtow 

On ſuch who do believe, or truly do 

Cleave unto him, it might be thought to be 

A leflenirg of his vaſt Treaſure. 


But 


I;0 CG briſt, glorious Riches, 
But *tis not ſo 3 for he enriches all, 
Whoare diſcharged from fin's bitter thral, 
None comes to him, nor ever came, but they 
Receive, befides ſuch ſums that very day 

They are cfſpous'd, that holy Truth relates, 
= made more rich than carthly Potentates. 

A golderi Chain about their necks he places, 

And them with Rings, and precious Jewels, graces 
And clothes them allo in rich Robes of ltatc, 
Whoſe ſparkling glory tar cxcecds the plate 

Ot beatcn Gold 3 nay Opbir' $ Treaſury, 

And all the Wealth which in both Indtes lic, 
Muſt not con,parcd be 3 alas, they can't 

Equal in worth the Robes ut one poor Saint. 

He Heirs alſo doth make them every one 
Of a molt glorious Kingdom, and a Crown 
He doth affure them that they thall obtain, 
And when they come to age, for ever raign 
With him triumphantly, and tread down thoſe 
Who were their Enemies, or did oppoſe 6 
Their r:{ing upto ſich great Dignity, 

Or treated them on Earth with cruclty, 

He's rich in every thing, no good is found, 
No wealth nor worth, but all in Chriſt abound. 
Few in all kind ot Riches do exceed: 

But there's in him whatever Sinners need. 

Ca(t but a look, O view this Treaſliry, 

Richcs of Lite, Love, Pardon, all dos lie, 

Laid up in Chritt, in him tis hid, for thoſe 
Who do with him in truc atfefion cloſe. 
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Theſe Riches do enrich the Soul of Man, 

Which carthly Riches never did, nor can, 

Nay prethee hark to me, PFle tell thee more, 
Although Chriſt has paid off our former ſcore, > 
He han t conſum'd one farthing of his ſtore. | 
Though he has made fome millions rich and high, 
He hath with him ſuch a redundancy 

Of glorious Riches, that let come who will, 

Their Treaſuries with ſubſtance he can hill. 

The Sun is not more tull of precious Light, 

Whoſe ſparkling rays do dazle mortals fight; 

Nor is the greats the vaſt and mighty Sea 

Morc h11'd with water than (in truth) is he 

With Grace and Riches, yea of every kind : 
Which it thou cloſe with him, and doſtnot find 
To be a truth ( Soul ) then let meobtain 


| Reproach from all, yea an etcrnal ſhame. 


Chritt s Riches are fo great, St. Paul knew well 
No tongue could ſet them forth, no Angels tell 


«I'h nature of them, they unſearchable be 3 


Men may tind out the bottom of the Sea, 
As ſoon as they can learn or comprehend 
How rich Chrilt is, who is thy dearelt Friend. 
Nay, more than thts. his Riches are fo ſtable, 


. Moths can't corrupt them, nor can Thieves be able 


Torob usof them. Nay, yet turther-more, 

He that hath them, what c'rc comes, can't be poor. 
His Riches can't be ſpent, his Treaſury 

Cannot exhaulicd be, nor yet drawn dry. 


Theſe 
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Theſe Riches will rejoyce thee, make thee glad, 
Revive thy heartz and God will never add 
Sorrow with them whilſt thou doſt live on earth; 
They'l quiet thee, and fill thy Soul with mirth ; 
They'l be a brealt of ſuch {weet Conſolation, 
That when all other dwellers in the Nation 

Shall be perplext through loſs of eatthly gain, 
Thou ſhalt be ſatished, and remain 

In perfect peace nought ſhall diftreſs thy mind,, 
When they ſhall nought, ſave horrid anguiſh find, 
Though Gold and Silver will not fatishe 

The Soul of Man, yet this I do eſpy, 

The lofs of them, and other carthly things, 

It gricf and ſorrow to the Spirit brings. 

And fo uncertain are things of the world, iy 
Though here to night, e're morning all are hurl d | 
Away from him who now poſſcffion hath 3 | 
Like to a bubble are all things on Earth, 

He that on worldly Riches fets his mind, 

Strives to take hold on thadows, and the wind, « 
But it Chrilt's Riches ence thou dolt obtain, 

The loſs of them thou never ſhalt ſuſtain 


But cleave unto, and thee accompanie 
Beyond the Grave, cv'n to Eternitie, | 
What dolt thou ſay? canſt makea better choice 
Than cloſe with Chriſt? O hearken to his voice, 
And doit with ſtand the proffer made to thee, 
Tf any good thou doſt in Riches ſee. 


Nor will they leave thee when thou com'lt to Ui 


Chriſ®'s 
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Chap. 4. (hriſt's gloriows Bounty. 183 
Chriſt's Bounty, : 
What ſayeſt thou? what halt thou in thine ey 


| Will not Chriſt's Riches move thee? then Ile try 


To gain thee by ſome other property. 

He's bountiful, and of a generous heart; 

Moli tree and noble, ready to impart 

What cre he hath unto the Soul he loves. 

O fee how his Heroick Spirit moves 
In him, whoſe generous, whoſe bounteous hand, 
Holds forth to thee what &'xe thou canſt demand. 
'Tis thine for asking 3 do but ſpeak the word, 
Thou hatt it done. O! none like this dear Lord- 
Some mens great Riches ſeem to overflow, 

Who do a bafe ignoble Spirit ſhow. 

They treaſure up their bags, lay heap on heap; ' 


| Yet with a narrow covetous ſpir't keep 


All from the poor: Nay their own Wives can get 
But now and then a lictle in a fit 

In a good mood ſometimes perchance they'l be 
kind unto them, though but untreely free. 

But Chritt's rich Bounty does to all extend, 


' He ftretches forth his hand to Foe and Friend. 


Retined Gold, Eye-ſalve, and Rayments white, 
Ev*nall choice things for profit and delight 3 
Sweet Frankincenſe, Spicknard, Calamas hn; 
Myrrh, Saffron, with all choice of fpiced Wine, 
He treely gives toall : O come who will, 
He 1 bid you welcome, and your Treaſures fill. 
O whatdoth he then to his Friends impart, 
Unto his Spoule, the Soul who has his heart * 

'O _ Come 
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Come, cat, O Friends, and drink abundantly, 
Beloved ones,*twas for your ſakes that I good 
This Banquet made. There's nought (ſays he) too 
For thoſe that I have purchas'd with my blood. 
Take Grace and Glory 3 all Ihave I give you, 
And to my ſelf I will e're long receive you. 
Ask, that your joy may now be full: forl 
Can't any thing that*s good your ſouls deny. 


The Soveraign Power and Dignity of Chriſt. 


What can I now do more, if fill thou art - 

Reſolved.todeny Feſis thy heart ? 
Tf Beauty will not move thee to incline 

To cloſe with him,who longs till he is thine : 
Strange! Beauty oft prevails,great Conqueſts gains; 
Like to a mighty Victor, binds in chains 

Thoſe wch would not by other means cre yield. 
Such is the nature of his pow rtul Shield, ; 
Triumphantly it has obtain'd the Field. 

No {tanding out againſt its piercing Darts, '. 
{t hath a ſecret way to wound thoſe hearts, 
Whoſe 'conliitution leads them naturally 

To ſtcer that courſe, and on it caſt an Eye 
To ſcarch the ſweet, which Fancy ſays doth lye 
Hid in the ſame. For human Beauty's vain, 
Which ſome have facritic'd their lives,to gain. 

But Chriſt's {weet Beauty is a real thing, 

And doth ſubſtantial joys and plcaſures bring 
Such pleaſures alſo which will {till abide 

For cvermore, like Rivers by thy fide. ah 

a 


| 


: 


Chap.q4. Chrift's glorious Power. 185 


Shall Beauty which is ſpotleſs, without tain, 
Nor Riches neither, ſweet Imbraces gain 3 
Nor generous Bounty, win thy purer love? 
Then let Ambition thy affe&ions move. 
Is Greatneſs barren quite of ſolid joys ? 
Are all her Merchandize but empty toys ? 
If it be carthly, *tis an Airy thing, 
Though *twere to be a Spouſe unto a King, 
Burt let it not be fo look'd on by thee 
To be eſpeus'd to that great Majeſtie, 
From whom alone true Honour dos deſcend, 
This Greatneſs laſting perfe&, ne*r will end. 
Come, Sorl, let us molt ſeriouſly now pry 
Into Chriſt's Pow'r and regal Soveraignty, 
And next let me his glorious Pow'r ſhow 
By which he works, and all great things can do. # 
Some have a Pow'r whereby they can command, 
But to accompliſh things do want a hand: 
But Chriſt in both excels, 'tis he alone 
. Hath regal Pow'r 3 and what he will have done 
He can effe& i'th twinkling of an eye, 
Though all combine againti him far and nigh» 
He's over Angels, (as thou heardſ before ) 
They gladly him do rev*rence, and adore. 
The Head o'th Church makes Laws,and governs if, 
According as he ſees 'tis beſt and hit. 
His regal Pow'r alſo doth deſcend, 
And over all the Devils doth extend. 
The Keys of Hell and Death to himare given 3 
"Tis he alone can ſhut and open Heaven, 
O 2 Power 
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Power to Rule, to conimand, to forbid, 
To punilh, or deliver, they'r all hid 


| In him alone 3 *tis he can bind or looſe 


To damn or fave, 'tis all as he doth chuſe. 
He's King of Kings, all mighty men below 
To him their Princely Crowns & Kingdoms owe. 
Yea ſuch an univerſal Monarch's he, 
Commands the mighty Winds, and ſtils the Sea, 
*T was by his hand the glorious Heav®ns were made, 
And wondrous Earth's foundations hr(i were laid. 
The Sun, the Moon, and Stars recciv'd their light 
From him at fir{t, torule both Day and Night. 
His Power's abſolute without controle, 
He governs all the World from Pole to Pole. 
His Soveraign Pow'r was not gain'd by fight, 
Oc Uſurpation, but a lawtul Right 3 
As he is God, *tis his eſſentially, 
Born Heir of it from all Eternity. | 
And as he's Mediator, th' God of Heaven 
This glorious Power unto him has given. 
His Pow*rs Infinite, it hath no bound, 
No ends, or limits of it can be tound. 
He made the World, which by him doth ſubfilt 
Nay he can make tcn thouſand it he litt. 
He can do more than we can think or know, 
Can kN, and make alive, ſave, or o'rethrow. 
The Conquelts he has gain'd, demonttrate 
The matchie(s Pow'r of this dread Potentate. 
F Sin :5ore-come, the Devil's forc'd to fly, 

" Nay, h hath obtain'd a perfect Victory 4 
# "ol O'rc 
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O're Death,o're Hell,o're Wrath,8& o're the Grave, | 
And from them all he able is to ſave. 
It thou wilt but conſent, grant his requeſt, 

Thou never more by Foes ſhalt be difireſt, 

Ah Soul! is't not a very glorious thing, 

Daily to be thus courted by a King, 

And ſuch a King? ſhall Zeſws woo in vain? 

Shall ſuch a Prince not thy ſweet love obtain ? 


The Wiſdome of Chriſt, 

What ſay'ſt to Wiſdom, from whoſeOdour ſprings 
That wch makes glorious inferiour Men,as Kings : 
This ſpreads the ſweet pertume of Solomon's fame 
'Twas this that rais'd his moſt illuſtrious Name, 
The noiſe of Wiſdome made ſo great report, 

*T was heard as far as Sheba's Princely Court, 
It made the Lady's Charriot-wheels to run 
Mott ſwift, like to the new-rais'd Eaſtern Sun, 
Mounting aloft, and vanquiſhing black Clouds: 

* She halis away, and through obliructions crouds 3 
Detying danger, ſhe's reſolv'd to ſce 
What Fame reports touching this Prodigie. 
The emulous Queen's arriv'd, ſhe ftands amaz'd, 
She leſſens, wonders, and be*ng over-daz'd 
With this great Beam, ſhe breaks torth, could not 
But mutt expreſs, that what to her was told (hold 
In her own Country,was in no wiſe gigh 
Halt what ſhe found did in his Wiſdom lie, 
What's Riches, Bounty, Honour, Beauty rare, 
Unleſs true Wiſdom alſo dodwell there ? - +. 
> O 3 ; Ii 
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\ Tf Wiſdom may a perſon recommend, 


Chriſt is all Wiſdom. Shall I now deſcend 
Into particulars? wilt lend an Ear 
Whiltt I endeavour to make it more clear ? 
Alas, I ſtand amaz'd! Can Infinite 
Pertections be expreſt ? what ſhall I write? 
He's wile, all-wiſc, only wile 3 ſhall I ſpeak ? 
Wiſdom it {clt th? abtiract. Can I take 
Upon me then to ope this Myſtery, 
When in him doth all depths of Wiſdom lie. 
The Wiſemans wiſdome, it *t compar'd might be, 
Was like a drop of Water to the Sea 3 
Nay, tar a greater diſproportion's there, 
Should we Chriſt's wiſdom once with his compare. 
*Twas he which did to Solomon impart 
That wiſdom, and that underltanding heart. 
*Tis he which makcs ail good men grave and wile, 
To hate all cvil, and true Vertue prize, 
He to our Fathers doth right knowledg give, 
And *tis by him all pious Judges live. » 
Th infnite wiſdome of th' Eternal One 
Shines torth in him 3 nay, *tis in him alone 
All is laid up he is God's Treaſury, 
W hcre Wiſdom and truce Knowledg, both do lie. 
He krows all things and perſons here below 3 
Nay. perfectly docs he the Father know, 
And all Degees and Counſcls, which of old 
Have bcen, and their events he can unfold, 
He knows each glorious purpoſe,and deſign, 
In him alone do all PerteGtions ſhine, _* 
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The frames, the thoughts, the ways, the fears, the 
Temptations,burdens,& the griet of Saints(wants, 
Moſt pertetly he knows, and quickly can 

Save and defend from th' greatelt rage of Man. 
For Counſel and wiſe conduct he exceeds, 

And in the midft of paths of Judgment leads. 
The crafty Counſel of Achitophel 

He can defeat, though laid as deepas Hell; 

He over-turns the wiſdome of the wiſe, 
Confounds their plots, and ſhews what folly lies 
In their grand Councils, making them to know 
Their purpoſes can't ttand, it he ſays no. 

He orders things, that no defign ſhall take 
Further than *twill for his own Glory make. 

None like to Chriſt, heis without compare, 

He's wiſe as well as wealthy, great and fair. 
What's thy opinion, Soul, can(t not eſpy 

All Glory hid in his blett Majeſty ? 

What hinders then but that without delay 
'Triumph may celebrate th? eſpouſal day ? 


CHAP. IV. 


Shewing how the Conſcience of the Sinner comes to be 
effeciually awakened 3 together with the effes thereof. 


HIS being ſaid with bowels of Aﬀedion, 
| Tho often mix with gall of ſharp deteGion, 
G 4 Her 
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Her former ſtubbornneſs being all laid o'pe, 

Yet this, nor that, nor nothing, gave much hope 
He ſhould prevail, which put him in a maze, 

And did his voice and ſpirits higher raile. 

Heſtill went on with ſweet commilcration, 
Yet was his pity mixt with ſome ſmall paflion, 
And to this purpoſe did this good man ſpeak, 
Not knowing how his lali farewel to take, 


Theologwe. 

Poor ſtupified Soul! Alas ! alas! 
What is the cauſe ? whence doth it come to paſs 
Thou art ſo {enſleſs? why doſt thou deſpiſe 
All thoſe Soul-melting tears, thoſe ſighs and crys? 
What. is thy heart more harder than the Rocks, 
That thoy.canſi bear theſe oft-repeated knocks, 
And never break at all? O ſirange! O firange! 


Thy hcart, poor Soul, is't harder than a ſtone, 


That feeble drops of water fall upon, 

And makes imprethon. What, ſhall (tones relent,, 

And yield themſelves, and as it were conſent 

Theſe frequent droppings ſhould impreſſion make; 

And ſhowers move thee not ? Awake, awake, 

Betore the dreadful Mcefſage I impart , 

Shall rouſe thy hard and hn-congealed heart. 

Thy night comes on, thy Sun's a going down, 

Thy ſceming favourites begin to frown. 

So all thy pleaſures with their wantoh charms | 

Arc fiying from thee, Death ſpreads forth his Arms, | 
To 
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To take thee hence unto another place 

Canlt thou,poor wretch, this ghalily King imbrace? 

| What will become of all thy wealth and pleaſure ? 

Bchold (alas ) Death's come to make a ſeiſure 

Upon thy poor deceived Soul this night ! 

Then all thy joys, and empty vain delight 

Will vaniſh ke the (moke, and thou (halt be 

Cati wuto Prifon for Etcrnitie 3 

Where thou ſhalt evermore bewail thy loſs, 

In changing Gold tor that, that's worſe than droſs. 

Shall Beauty , Wealth, or Honour make thee yield ? 

Much more that Wiſdom wherewith Chriſt is ill 'd. 

Shall Love and Patience be fo ill rewarded 

By thee, by whom he ſhould be moſt regarded ? 

And ſenſual ©bje&ts harbour'd in thy heart ? 

Then wilt thou hear what further Fle impart? 

Sou), now thou mutt be anathematiz'd 3 | 

And whenChriſt comes, how wilt thou be ſurpriz'd? 

For thoſe that love not Feſis, are accurlt, 

And when he doth appear, tor cvcr muſt 

That feartul doom and ſentence then receive. 

O may the thoughts of this cauſe thee to cleave 

To him with ſpeed, betore this day is gone, 

I''e now break off, adicu, thisthink upon: 

Poor drouſy wretch, let ſin no more deceive thee, 

Give me thine Anſwer now betore I leave thee. 

O may theſe Soul-contounding tcrrors break, 

Thy (tony-heart, and make thy Conſcience ſpeak! 
Eternal God, do thou thy Spirit ſend, 

Tis he which muti the Soul in picccs rend. 
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The work's too hard for weakneſs. Alas! ] 
Shall not prevail, it help thou doſt deny. 

Speak to her heart, ſet home the Word with Pow'r, 
Shall this be the good day, the happy hour ? 
Her Conſcience touch, O wound ber, let her ſee |, 
What *tis to be a Captive unto thee. 'A 
Open her Eyes, bleſt Spirit, thou canſt do it, iy 
Sad is her ſtate z O come, and let her know it. c 
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Let not my pains nor labour quite be loſt: X 
For dear ſhe has my Mattcr, Feſus, coſt. y 
Thou canſt cffectually change her bad mind, T 
Which unco ſcaſual Objedts is inclin'd. f 


O ſhed and ſcatter precious Love abroad, 
And unto her ſome of that grace afford. 
Moral perſualions barely ne*rc will bring 
The Soul to love and like our Heav'nly King, \ 
But T'le return and ſpeak yet one word more 4 
Unto her Conſcience, ere I do give o're. 7 
Speak Conſcience, it alive! thou us'd to keep | 
A faithful watch: what art thou now aflcep ? . 
Hath ſhe not lighted Chriſt, like unto thoſe I 
That him reje&;, and cleave unto his Foes ? F 
What doſt thou ſay ? ſpeak, I adjure thee, rouſc! 
Conſcience, I ſpeak to thee, thake off thy droule I 
Gripe this deluded Sou}, who puts her truſt 
In thoſe that feck her Life, tis thou that mult || 1 
Stop her vain courſe : what, {hall the Sinner die }| | 
WhenConſcience, God's Vicegerent, is ſo nigh, ; 
And gives not one fad figh, nor groan, nor cry ? | | 
Strange'| 
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Strange ! what 's befallen thee ? art loſt, or fled, 
who {houldſt the tidings bring that all are dead ? 
Like Fob's latt Meſſenger, thou ſhouldit declare, 
How ali the facultics corrupted are. | 

wilt thou betray that truſt repos'd in thee, 


; And loſe thy regal Right and Soveraignty ? 
IWilt thou connive and wink at ſuch a crime, 


Or fault which ſhe commits ? O no, *tis time 
Now to awake, and hercely her reprove, 

What, hate that Prince whom ſhe pretends to love ? 
Immediately the Spirit (weetly ſpake, 

And touch'd herheart, and Conſcience did awake, 


Conſcience, 

What Soul-amazing voice is thisI hear ? 
What Heav*n-rending Thunder fhlls mine Ear ? 
Awake, why do I ſlecp-? can Conſcience nod, 
That keeps a watch betwixt the Soul and God ? 
If ſo, yet when Heav'ns voice cryes out amain, 
That will awake and make me roule again, 

I have moi baſely (Sir) corrupted bir, 

By Satan and that poiſonous Evil, S I N, 

A Repitter I kept, but then alas 

It has fo fallen out, ſo come to pals, 

That I unfaithful was: for always when 

I ſhould have ſet down ſcores. I ſet down ten 
Nay, to their party ſoentic'd have bin, 

That I have often winked at her fin. 


| And when my Ofhce was for to accule, 


'Twas to wrong cnds, her Light I did abuſe, 
"uit 
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My faults 1 ſee, T'le watch that no offence 
May paſs the Soul without intelligence. 

Sir, Strange it is, it puts me in a muſe, 

As one amaz'd to ſee the Soul refuſe 

To hearken to your voice, which conſtantly, 
Like pointed Darts, againſt her breaſt doth fly. 
T'le take up Arms, and hght for Feſis now, 
And make her bend to him, it I know how. 

I now declare my (clf, though for a ſeaſon 

I filence kept, to hear what Goodman Reaſon 


Could tind to ſay, whereby he might excuſe her, | 


But he's molt blind, and ſurely doth abuſe her. 

I know her byaſs'd Judgment will conjecture 
She's not obliy'd to hearken to that Ledure 
She lately heard, alchough it was Divine, 

Her will and judgment doth with Hell combine 
To work hcr ruin; do you what you can, 

Till Judgments refih'd, and the Old man 

Be put to death, the'l be rebcllious (iill, 

Yield to her Jutts, and pleaſe her vicious will. 


Theal gue, 


Doth Conſcience yield ? Bleſt day ! Plc try again, | 


With hope of atull Conquelt to obtain, 
Good ſcrvice may'tt thou do, a&t well thy part : 


Whilit the great King doth thus belicge the heart 3 


Kecp thou a narrow watch, look well about, 
Oblerve who doth come in, and who goes out, 
In one thing am I glad, I know trom hence 

I hall by thee have true intelligence. 


How 


H 


” 


th 


I hap. 4, 


Infernal Policy. 195 
How things are manag d in her houſe always 3 

hou know'ſt her thought:,hearlſt all the words ſhe 

| | ſays. 

Apollyon Prince of Darkneſs. ' 

Apollyon, that degraded Seraphim, 


And Grand-fire of that Hell-bred Monſter, Sin, 


No ſooner did of theſe late tidings hear, 

How Conſcience was awakened. but in fear 
Preſently calls a Council to adviſe 

Which way they might the Soul by craft ſurprize, 
And hinder her from being crowned Queen. 
Which to prevent, ſucceſsful have we been, 

Saith he, till now, but I am in great doubt 
Much longer we ſhall hardly hold it out. 

The Preacher doth his buſineſs tollow ſo, 


I am afraid of ſome great overthrow. 
Satan, 

Dread Prince ! fear not, we yet poſſciſion have, 
And want no skill. Can't ſubtilty deceive ? 
Can't firength ſubdue ? beſides, ſhe's in our chain 3 
Though one links broke, we'l falten it again. 
And it grave Judgment will with us abide, 
Conſcience will not be able to decide 
The diff rences, nor right dicifion make 3 
No matter then which ſide the fool doth take. 
But ſince, my Lord, I ſee what grieves your mind, 
No ſafety ſhall theſe Goſpel-Preachers tind ; 
Our Vaſſals wel prepare with Hellith rage, 
Them to cxtirpate, and drive off the ltage. | 

/ Lacifer 
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Lucifer. 

I do approve of that laſt Counſel given 3 
Let not a place nor corner under Heaven 
Be found for thoſe our int*relt dare oppoſe, 
Or once attempt to move the Soul to cloſe 
With him whom we account our mortal Foe, 
Satan, tor this I bleſs and thank thce too. 
The brave detign which we have now in hand, 
Will foon effect this thing in every Land. 
That Enterpriſe let us purſue with care, 
But mind us wcll how things more inward are, 
To Judgment look, lelt he trom us ſhould run 3 
It once his Eyes are ope, were all undone. 


Soul, 

Lord, what fad gripes and laſhes nol tcel - 
My ccurage fails, and rcfoJutions reel. 
Strange thoughts difiurb my inind, no reſt, alas, | 
Cambcart or cycsvbtain 3 whol: nights do pal, 
Whole weeks and months,and nought can I poſlch 
But horror great, ſad orief, and wearinets. 
What's my condition now ? who'le ſhew to-me 
My preſent fiate and future miſery ? 
Hark, what's within, a very trightful noiſe, 
Ic mars my hopes, imbitters all my joys. 
My morn's ore-cali, my tair day proveth foul, 
My Conſcience cexrities, and makes me howl: 
Laſh after lath, and blows ſucceeding blows, | 


He's void ot mercy. and no pity ſhows, 
Here ends ny joy, and here begins my WOCs- 
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O how my mind is hurried to and fro! 

I know not where to fix, nor what to do. 

| My unreſolv'd reſolves do greatly vary, 

This way one while, and then the quitecontrary. ' 
Who is't will counſel give ? to whom muſt I 

Go for ſome eaſe in this perplexity ? 

| My Conſcience ſays I wickedly have acted, 

> | Not breaking the vile contract I've contracted 
With thoſe ſweet Lovers which my ſenſual heart 
So long a time has lov'd, how ſhall we part ? 
Muſt I be forc'd, by Conſcience to imbrace 

| One whom I cannot love ? 'tis a hard caſe. 

Yet have Il cauſe to love him dearly too 3 _ we 
But how ſhall I for him let others go? ";# 


Depraved Judgment. k 
Poor filly Soul ! and is thy choice fo hard" 
In two extreams can thy weak thoughts reward 
Two ſo unequal, with the like reſpec ? 

Know'ſt thou not which toſlight, which to affee ? 
le Submit to me, 'tis Judgment muſt advilc, 
In this great caſe take heed and be thou wife, 1 © 
Fix where thou wilt, thy doubt-depending cauſe ®* |, 
Can ner expect a Verdict *twixt two Laws 
Which differ, and are oppoſitin kind, C 


Yet a hit medium Ple attempt to find 

To eaſe thy fad, and fore perplexed mind. 
Divert thoſe thoughts by ſome rare Speculations, 
And vanquiſhh all theſe dolefome cogications. 


Look, look #bLroad,and view the world, pray mark 
The Wiſe and Prudent, and che Courtly Spark ; 


Will 
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WwAll they direct thee fo, ſuch counſel give 

That thou an Hcrmits lite on Earth ſhould live? 
What, marry one that in poſlcfſion hath 

Not one {mal} houſe, or toot of Land on Earth; 
When Wealth, and Honour, Dignity and Power 
Are offcr'd to thee, as a preſent Dower ? 

Thou may'ft be deckt with Bracelets rich and rare, 
And live on Earth tree from perplexing care; 

If thou doti look about and take advice, 

And ſuffer Men vor Conſcience to entice, 

Or thee allure, ſuch a choicc to make, 

Thoſe joys to leave. and utterly forſake 3 
Which moſt men do, nay all accounted wiſe 
- Purſue amain, cticem, and highly prize : 

© But if thou halt a chought to change thy (ate, 
Be wie and tiay > don't holy Writ relate, 
He that helieves, doth not make haſt : O why 
Shouldſt thou have thoughts to mind it preſently ? | 
Come, paufe a while, be not 1o hot alas 
By iaconfideratencls it comes to pals, 

So many Souls are ſpoil'd and ruincd, 

Be wary then, not rafhly be miſlcd, 

Nay, furthermore, I le ſpeak to thee again, 
Thou mayli love him, and yer inaylt thou retain 
Reſpe and love to other Objects too. 

Love thy God weli, bur why ſhouldtt thou let go 
This worlu, with a!l the precious Joys therein ? 
But don't miltake, thou mult leave off thy tin 3 
For Holinc{s I mutt tell thee is right, 

And very pleaſant in fehovab's fight : 


But 


Il, 
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But know, O Soul, yet over and above, 

Thy Sovcraign Lord and Prince hath ſet his love 

So much upon thee, that his gracious Eye 

Will overlook thy ſmaller vanitie. y 

Ne'r doubt but thou ſhalt have his favour till, 

Though in ſome things thou fatishe thy will. 

Doſt think that he who came down from above, 

And dy'd for thee, will ever quite remove 

His dear affection from thee, or e'rc hate, 

And leave the Soul he bought at ſuch a rate? 

It is enough, and happy wilt thou be, 

It thou cſcap'lt all groſs impurity. | 
Thus the baſe heart be*ng inflam'd by the Devi! 

Undoes the Soul. No Enemy's more evil 

Than that curſt Foe we harbour in our breaſt, 

Which all enlighten'd ones have oft expreſt. 

Corrupted Fudgment blindly would inform her, 


| Chriſt having dy'd, ber fins can never harm her. 


Alas, ſaith Reaſon, do not all men fin ? 

Nay, more than this, the very beſt have bin 

To blame in many things, and yet eſfteem'd 

As righteous ones, and as the Lord's redeem'd 


If famous Men of old offenders were, . 
What need(t thou be ſo nice, what needſt thou fear & 


The glorious King is filled with compaſſion 3 


Beſides he ſees in thee great ref(qaj10n : 

Thy love to finful luſts is bat in part 

To what it was, and thou muſt know thou ars 
Plac'd in this world, and therefore muſt comply 
In ſome reſþefts with ſmaller vanity. 


i, hen 
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| 
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When Reaſon to the wiciow Will gives ear, 
How can the Underſtanding then be clear ? 
When vile Aﬀettion thus corritpieth Reaſon, 
All works and thoughts are turn'd ts perfedt Treaſon, 
O ſee how blind poor Souls by Nature are, 
How vain their thoughts, how ready to inſnare 
Themſelves are they with falſe Imaginations 
With earthly toy and idle ſpeculations. 

To learn and underftand all huma rts 
Moſt apt they are, they'l magnifie ir parts ; 
How very quick and dext'rous are Fhey when 
They talk of things that appertain to men ? 
But things of God are quite above therr ſphere, 
Can't them diſcern, zor do they love to hear 
Of God, or Chriſt, they count that man a fool 
That daily goes to learn at Feſis's School. 
Unto the blindneſs of the natural mind 


- Add this beſides, moſt evident you'l find 


It doth reſiſt the Truth, "twill not receive it ; | 

Nay *tis incrednlous, *twill not believe #. 

Ap: to believe falſe tales, and ſtories vain 5 

Nay, like to Eve, "twill quickly entertain 

Sup geſt ions of the curſed Prince 0'th Night, 

But what God ſays, ſeems evil in their fight, 

Nay, more than all, *his treach'rous faculty | 
Is ſo deprav'd, St.8 aul doth plain deſcry 
March enmity to God, therein 10 lie. 

Unto God's Law it will not fubjed be 

For in the mind us great malignity. 

hm I mit nat the Reader here detain ; 

Becauge that or old Friend is come again. Chap. 
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CHAP, V. 


Shewing how the Fudgment of the Soul comes to be en- 
lightened, and the effelis thereof. 


Theologe. % 


M* patience *$ not yet tyr'd, my bowels move, 

With bended knees ſhall I now gain thy love 

To Feſis Chriſt ? how thall I leave thee quite, 

When I behold ſuch terrors, which afright 

My trembling Soul ? wch ſoon will thee o're-take, 

Unleſs thou doſt with ſpecd this Contra&t make. 

Thy Judgment 'tis which I would fain convince. 

Thy danger's great, I do perceive from thence: 

When Conſcience had almoit ( in truth ) perſuaded 

Thee to repent, it was ſtraightway invaded 

By thy blind Underſtanding, and dark mind, 

From whence thou art to evil ſtill inclin'd, 

Thou ofen- times had(t liſten'd unto me, 

And left thy fin : but they deceived thee, 

And chang'd thy thoughts(as Conſcience doth relate) 

Till thy condition's grown molt deſperate. 

Wilt thou once dare to harbour ſuch a thought 3 

Becauſe with bloud thy Soul by Chriſt was bought , 

Thou mayelt fin, and take thy pleaſure here, 

And prize the world as equal, nay, more dear 

To thee than him ? How canſt thou be fo dark 

This to imagine, Soul ? ; prethee hark 3 
2 


Did 


| O tai and ſee, and thou wilt tind him good, 
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Did he not bleed, and dic upon the Tree 


Thee to redeem from all iniquitie, 

And that to him thou ſhouldit eſpouſed be ? 
Should a great Prince love a poor Virgin ſo, 
As for her ſake tcn thouſand ſorrows know, 
And be content at laſt when all is done, 
Another {hould enjoy her tor his own ? 


4 


Oh! ope thine eyes, imbrace the chiefeſt Good ; 
Let him be dear to thee, who with his Bloud 
Hath thee redeem'd from Sin, the chicfeſt ill, 

Be not unto thy felt fo cruc] ill, 

And void of Reaſon, fooliſhly to chuſe 

The greateſt Evil, and chict*ſt Good rcfulc. 

The good in Chriſt with every ſtate agrees, 

It ſuits the Soul when troubles on it ſeize. 

When thou art ſick, hel thy Phyſician be, 

He all diſtempcrs curcs. Nay, it is He, 

And he alone, that heals the precious Soul, | 
And witha word can make the Body whole. 
Art dark? O, he can ſtraightway make thce ce : 
Nay, it born blind, he can give cycs to thec. 

If thou art weary, he alone's thy reli. 

Or, art thou fad, and gricvouſly depreſi ? 

He is thy comfort, and thy joy will be, 

Like to the dcep and overflowing, Seca. 

It thou an hungry art, he is thy tood. 


Thc Fatling's ſlain, and all things ready arc 3 
Thoa 'rt welcome too 3 O come, and do not ſpare, 
But 
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But freely cat, and drink his ſpiced Wine, 
Wech will make glad that drooping heart of thine, 
The Father calls, the Spirit ſays, O come 3 
And Chriſt doth ſay, here's in my heart yet room, 
O Sinner ! come to me: hark, he doth cry, 
O come to me, poor Soul, why wilt thou die? 
Art thou in Priſon, he will ope the door, 
Hc'l pay thy debts, and wipe off all thy ſcore. 
It thou a Widow or an Orphan be, 
Husband and Father both hel be to tnee: 
A Husband that dozs live, yea, live for ever : | 
Match herc, poor Soul, where Death can part you 
Or, art thou weak, & canli not go alone ? (never. 
He is thy ftrength, O thou mayſt lean upon 
His mighty Arm 5 for that is thy ſupport. 
Art thou beleaguer'd ? he's thy Royal Fort. 
In times of danger and of trouble great, 
Unto his holy Name do thou retrcat : 
Which is a Tower (trong to all that fly 
With care and ſpeed from all iniquity. 
Under his wings he'l hide his purchas'd One, 
Till theſe calamities are paſt and gone. 
Or, art thou dying, and doſt tear the grave ? 
He is thy lite, from Death he will thee fave 3 
They cannot die, who ſuch a Husband have, 
Or, art a Sinner? he's thy Rightcouſnels 3 
He's more than I can any ways exprels. 
The good in Chriſt is ſo exceeding, ſweet, 
None underlitand until they taſt of it. 
EY Hs 
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He is a Good which none can comprehend, 
He is a Good which doth all others ſend ; 
The chieteſt Good, good of himſelf alone, 
When carnal joys and pleaſures all are gone, 
That's not the good that fills not the defire, 
That can't be chiet, it there be yet a higher. | 
God is ſo good, noughts good it him we want 
Small things, with him, will ſatishe a Saint. 

He is ſo good, that nought can bitter make him 
Unto that Soul, who cheartully does take him, 
And his ſweet love and precious grace enjoys 3 
Yet this rare Good ner gluts, nor {ſweetneſs cloys. 
The belt of carthly ſweets, which fools do prize, 
By fin and ſickneſs doth much bitter riſe, 

They lcath them (iraight, and can't abide to hear 
Ot that which latcly thcy clteem'd ſodear. 

That, that's the Good on which thou ſhouldſi de- 
That is detircd for no pthcr end ( pend, 
Than for it felt! O taſt of him, and try, 

And thou'lt be filled to Eternity. 

That's not the Good which ſuddenly doth leave us, 
That's not the Good of which Death can bereave 
C.hrilt is a Good that's laſting, and abides z ( us, 
All othcr Good, alas, will tail beſides. 

Make him thy choice, dear Soul, O do but try 
How ſweet it-1s in Jeſw's Arms to lic. 

Make him thy joy, and thou'It ſce cauſe to ting, 
Whatever days or change may on thce bring. 


| 


p Soul, 
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Soul, 

Sad times, alas! here is a ſudden change 
Nought can I hear of now but rumors ſfirange, 
Of Wars and Tumults, with perplexity, 
Which do encreaſe and {well moſt vehemently 
Within the regions of my inward man, 
Which cauſes tears, and makes my face look wan. 
Croſs workings in me clearly I diſcover, 

I am difireft about this glorious Lover. 

The counſel which my heart did lately give 

I cannot take, I dare not it receive. 

Great ſlaughters there will be in my ſmall Ifle, 
For without bloud be ſure this fearful broil 
Will never ceaſe; 'which fide now ſhall I take ? 
I tremble much, yea all my bones do ſhake: 
Some of my fins which I have loved dear, 

Are forc'd to fly, and others can't appear. 

Leſt Conſcience ſhould upon them fall: for he 
Crys out, Kill all, let not one ſpared be, 

Nay, J=dgment too is all-moſi ata ttand, 
Which doth amuſe me much o'th other hand. 
Yet Will and Old-man, are refolv'dly bent 

To hinder me from granting my conſent. 

Yet if I could but have ſome glimm ring fight 
Of this great Prince, I know not but it might 
Work lirange effccts in me: tor I do hnd 

My Eyes are out, my Underſtanding blind. 
Lord, pity me: tor Ia wretch have bin, 

To ſliyht thee thus, and love my curled tin, 


P 4 Thus 
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Thus whilſt God's Word was preacht,and ſhe alſo 
+ Began to cry I did obſerve, and lo, 

S A Fricnd was ſent from the blelt Prince of Light, 

The glory of whoſe Face did thine fo bright, 

That none were able to bchold, for he - 

Seem'd not inter'our to the Majcſly | 

Of the great God, and his ctcrnal Son : 

For they in Eſſence are all three but one, 

His Powcr's great, and Glory is his merit 3 

His nature's like his Name ( moſt holy Spirit. ) 

Who to the Soul did preſently draw near, 

And toucht her heart, and then unſtopt her car, 

And from him thone ſuch glorious rays of light, 

Son: fcales flew off, and the recover'd light. 

W hich ltraitway did her judgment reCtihe, 

Who to this purpole did himfelt apply 

Unto the Soul whom he had Icd aliray. 

I mult contcts iny taults to thee this day. 


Judgment, 

For want of lizht talſe judgment I have given, 
And treacherouſly conſpired againlt Heaven 3 
And paint thy lit: and happincls have l 
2cen drawn into a vile conſpiracy 
Ot-th* higheſt nature: for I did conſent 
With thy baſc Focs, who hellithly are bent, 
To tear thee into picccs, quite undo thee, 

W hiltt ſinilingly they profler pleaſures to thee. 
And now though not t' extenuate my fin, 

tlc tell thee how 1 have been drawen ins 

t Thy 


Chap. T” Confeſſes his fault. 207 


Thy heart's corrupted, and from it proceeds 

The curſed Old-man, with his evil deeds. 

They with Apollyon jointly did unite 

Todraw a Curtain 'twixt me and the light. 

| And thus though I ſometimes was half inclin*d 

| To judge for God, they baſcly kept me blind. 

They*ve me corrupted with thy wiltul W711. 

Who, I do fear, remains molt liubborn Kill; 

Which it't be ſo, and he's not made to bend, yJ' 

Conclude the match thou canſi not wth yiricadd 

And I, poor I, can't make him condeſcend ; 

Some higer Power *tis mult make him yield, 

Or hel tiand out and never quit the Field. 

For he's a churliſh piece, and thou wilt find 

To what is evil, he is molt cnclin'd : 

But hath no will at all to what is right, 

A very Traytor to the Prince of Light. 

But as for me, my thoughts are clearly now 
Thou oughtli forthwith to yield, and mcexly bow 

| To the great King, thy mighty Lord and Lover. 
And more then this to thee I mult diſcover 
Now, now I know thy Soveraign Lord will pry 
'Into thy very heart, his piercing Eyc 

- Will tind that Soul among(t the Company 
Who wants the Wedding-garment, and will ſever 
That unprepared man in Wrath tor ever 
From his ſweet preſence; Sorl, his Word doth ſhew 
Nothing will ſerve but wniverſal new. 
He is a jealous God , will not endure 
To {ee thee only countertcited pure 3 
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O now I fee he will not take a part, 
But claims both cars, eyes, hands, yea, the whole |4 
Now, now I ſee *tis pure ſimplicity ( heart. 
That is alone accepted in his Eye. 
That fin which has been like to a right hand, | 
For profit ſweet, thou muſt at his command | 
Cut ſiraight-way off. Nay, Soul, look thon about ; | 
For Right-cyc tins mult all be pulled out. 
Though they for pleaſure have to thee bin dear, 
Yet muſt they have no room, nor favour here. 
QF every fin thou mult thy (elt deny 
One fia will damn thee to Eternity, 
It thou to it dolt any love retain. 
Nay, hark to me, Soul, liſten once again 5 
The Law mult alſo unto thee be dead, 
And thou to it, or never canſ thou wed 
With Jcfus Chriſt. It thy hrit Hushand live, 

- Who toanother Husband can thee give ? 
The {malleſt {fin thou ever did(i commit, 
The Law's fo {iridt, it damns the Soul for tt. 
Let this divorce thee from it, *tis ſeverc, 
No lite nor help (alas} canſt thou have therc. 
And therefore unto Jeſus come with ſpecd, 
For ſuch a Bzidegroom *tis which thou doit need, 
And th* glory of the bleſſed Bridal-itate, | 
Will far excecd the greateſt Potentate. | 
What's he? Ah Soul! what grace and favor's this! 
Where dwels that Queen,nay where that Empercls, | - 
Whole ſplendent glory can c're equal thine, 
When thou canft tay, I'm his, and hc is mince ? 
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e | 4 Conſultation held hetween the Prince and Powers of 
Darkgeſs , hearing bow the Fudgment ws reftified, 
and the underſtanding of the Soul ſomewhat en- 
lightened, 
| Apollyon. 

Moſt mighty Pow'rs, who once from Heav®n fell, 
To raiſe this Throne and Monarchy in Hell 
Do not deſpair, rouſe up, all is not gonc, 
The Conqueror haa't yet the Conqueſt won. 
Tis far below your noble extract thus 
To ſtand amaz'd 3 is there no pow'r in us, 
For to revive our ſcattered force ? let's iry 
What may be done, we can at laſt but fly. 
Ne'r let us yield that ſhe ſhould raiſed be 
To ſuch a height, to ſuch great Soveraignrie. 
What, ſhe, whoſe birth and pedigree was mean 
To what our's was, ſhall ſhe be crowned Queen , 
Whilſt we are made the Objects of her ſcorn, 
Hated of God and Man ? This can't be burn, 
What, ſhalleternal Arms embrace the Soul, 
Whilſt we in chains of Darkneſs do condole 
Our former loſs ? in ſpite of Heaven let's try 
Yct once again to ſpoil 'th' Afnity, 


| Satan, 

| Bravelyrcſolv'd! and if in Hell there arc 

A legion ot ſuch Spirits, never fear 

But we the Conquelt yet o're Heaven fhall gain, 
And all the hopcs and pride of Mortals (tain. 

A We 
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We venture very little, yet ſhall win 

All at one blow, if we prevail agin. 

And there's great hopes mcthinks 3 for ev'n ſucceſs 

Makes foes ſecure, and makes our danger leſs, 

Lo! don't you ſee how the fond Soul doth lie 

Ope to our Arms in great ſecurity ? 

And though ſome ground is lo't, yet ſeck about, 

View well our force within, and that without, 

We in her houſe have a firong party yet, 

Who in our bands keep her unwary fect. 

Let's make a ſcarch, and now more carctul be, 

For (ad it is the wretch ſuch light ſhould (ee. 

Without all doubt there has been ſome negleas 

Which has produc'd {uch undelir'd effects, 

Could none keep out the light? or has her heart, | 

Always fo true to us, play'd a falfe part ? 

Sure Ill and Old-man both do ttand and pauſe, 

Or ſome grand Foe hath quite bctray'd our caulc., 

We mult be-ltir us, and give new directions, 

And by all means keep tat? the Soul 's affeHions. 

Aﬀediion's (till by Old-man is directed 

And Will to us does yet ttand well afteted. 

Let us purſuc our preſent enterprize. 

With all the cratt and pow'r we can deviſe. 

Our Prince, I (ce, is very much offended, 

And thus in thort the Conſultation ended. 

Apollyon with whole troops of hellith Fiends 

Immediatcly into the Soul deſcends, 

To raiſe fad fiorms and tempetis in her brealt, 

Who bcing curti, hates any ithould be blcti, ; 
Ar 
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And that he might the better have his ends 
Accompliſhed, he thus beſpeaks his Friends : 

The Fleth with all its luſts, to whom he ſaid, 
Old-man, my grand Ally, I am atraid 

My tottering Kingdom has not long, to ſtand, 

It to my aid thou dot not lend thy hand. 

'Tis thou ( old Friend ) that muſt my cauſe main- 
Or otherwiſe thou wilt thy ſclt be lain. ( tain, 
Hark ! dolt not hear that flcſh-amazing cry, 

* Kill the Old-man, O kill, O crucihe 

* The Old-man with his deeds, riſe up and ſlay, 

* Let not that Foe ſurvive another day ? 

«It is that curſc.d Old-man works our bane, 

* Then let him die. let the Old-man be 112in. 


 Beſtir thy ſelf , and try thy utmoſt skill, 


Undoubtedly thou mutt be kill'd, or kill. 
'Tis not a time to pauſe, or flack thy hand, 
Negligence will not with thy int'reſt ftand, 
Tell, tell the Soul,in vain thou doſt deny 
Thy fclt of that which fatishes the Eye; 
Adorn thy (elf with Pearl, be dceckt with Gold, 
Such pleaſant thir.gs arc lovely to behold 3 
Avoid all thoſe pcnurious Nicities, 
That makes thee hatefulin thy Neighbour's eyes 3 
Dclight thy (elf in that the world "counts brave, 
And let thy ſenſes have what e're they crave, 
Say to the Soul, let not thine Ears and Eycs 
Be ſatisty*d alone, but plcaſe likewiſe 
Thy Appetite, grant all the Soul dehres, 
Aud it it chance to kindle Inſitul hres, 
| Tell 
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Tel herthe carth was fil'd with boundleſs treaſures 
That ſhe thereby might take her fill of pleaſures, 
And for that end the ſenſes are united 

In one fair body, there to be delighted. 

And cell her, if ſhe do reſtrain one ſenſe 

Of what it craves, ſhe offers vielence 

Unto her ſclt , and doth her felt deny 

Of the belt good, and chict it telicity. 


The Old. man's Reply, 

This Helliſh LeEture pati, the Old-men breaks 
His Silence 3 and, halt Angry, thus he ſpeaks : 
Renowned F ather! let thy Servant borrow 
A word or two to mitigate my ſorrow. 

This Counſcl might have done fome time ago, 

But now enlighted Judgment Jets her know 

All theſc are paintcd plcafures, and their date 

Ends with her lite : dread Prince ! it is too late 

To mind this Counſel, ſhe will not receive it, 
er Underſtanding now will not believe it. 


[AS 1 by thy Aid have oft endeavoured 


In fitter times ſuch kind ot things to ſpread 
Before her eyes 3 but now of late we find 
There is an altcration in her mind. 

Could you have took the Goſpel quite away, 
*Tweould not have been as 'tis, you do delay. 


Apollyon, 
No ore of that—- Old-man, take my direction, 
Improv? thy int'reff row with her affedion, 


_ 


> 
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Iknow 4feGion ſtill *s inclin'd to love 

That which the Underſtanding doth reprove. 
This being fo, it we improve our skill, 

And can but keep firm unto us the Wil, 

If he's not over-powr'd, thou maift gain, 

Thy former ſtrength, and long thou mayeſt reign. 
For Conſcience thou may'ſt once again hereby 

Lull fait aſleep, and then alſo her Eye 

Will grow fo weak, her light diminiſhed, 

That Judgment by AﬀeGion ſhall be led. 

And it thou canſt but once this way perſuade her, 
Will and Afedion quickly will invade her 

To pleaſe her ſenſes 3 and for thoſe intents 
Aﬀection may uſe weighty Arguments 3 

And thus being overcome, the will be more 
Intangled in our fetters than before. 

Luſts of the eyes, and pride of life, thele be 

My Agents both, they are employ'd by me. ® 
01d-man, therefore proceed, the Intreft's mine 3 
But be victorious, and the Conquett's thine. 
Once loſe the day, and thou be fure muſt die. 
Which bcing lofi, thou'lt ſuffer more chan I. 


es 


Ol , an. 
| Moſt dread Apollyon n u muſt underſtand, == 
As I have ever bcen at thy colmiand, 
And am thy Servant, ſo 'ÞyilFremain ; 
And tight until I flay,, pr eau ſlain. 
n, | Yet let me lodg this ſec ad my bicaf, 
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With fuch a Soul-convincing beam of light, 
That I do ſeem a Monſter in her fight. 

T ſhall not overcome her now, unleſs 

I do appear to her in ſome new dreſs. 

Time was indeed when I have been reſpected, 
But now, alas, I grcatly am ſuſpc&ed 

Of being thy great favourite nay, ſhe 
Affirms that I am wholly led by thee. 

Theſe things confider'd, I mult be advis'd, 
Fear leſt I thould be unawarecs ſurpriz'd. 


Apollyon. 

Thou hic'ſt the caſe, and I agree thereto z 
Thou ſhalt be clothed new from top to to : 
And Fle transform my (ſhape, and will appear, 
For thy afliliance 3 halte, and nothing tear. 
With ſpccious thews of love, do thou pretend, 
Thou com'fi to reaſon with her as a Friend, 
Not meaning to pcr{wade her to remove, 

Or to withdraw in any caſc her love 

From her greatSovcraign, whom thou maiſt confeſs 
Can only hcr advance to happineſs 

Yet tell her (he's too firict, the's too precife, 
Shel never hold it 3 bid her to be wiſe : 

Soft pace goes far 3 an over-heatcd 7cal 

Ruins the $oul, and ſpoils the Common-weal. 
Go bid her carry 't in her Princcs fight 

With Saint-like ſweetneſs 3 bid her to delight 

In his preſence, and there demurely tiand 3 


But when ſhe's abſent, lct both heart and hand : 


Il, 


tels 


_— 
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Be till delighted, as they were before, 

With ſenſe-deluding Obje&s. Furthermore, 

Tell her he's not fo firict as to debar 

Her of theſe joys below, for her's they are: 

Ot which Pazl rightly ſpeaks, this is the ſum, 

All things are yours, both preſent and to come 3 ; 

Thus we'l combine, and all our pow'rs unite, 0 

And in this mode and curious dreſs incite 

Th' cnligten'd Soul to play the Hypocrite. | 

(grecd, 
The fleſh being thus with th* pow'rs of Hell a+ 

The inward Foe beliirs himſelf with ſpced3 

Vile Traytor like, a Panther doth become, 

To work about the Soul's eternal doom; 

A cruel Serpent, in a Saint-like guize, 

The better to trapan the long'd-for prize. 

As Balaam, once, and Balak, fo do they 

Seck to hind out ſome curſt inſidious way; 

The poor unwary Soul tor to betray 

To the laſt Death's dark and eternal ſhade. 

Balaam adviſes Balak to invade 

God's Heritage, *twas by the beauteous train 

Of Moabite Damſels, who he thought might gain 

The Iſraelites affetions, and thereby 

Make them offend againſt the Majeſty 

Ot God All-mighty, by whoſe powerful hand 

Facob prevails, and Moab could no wile ſtand: 

Ah! fee how the wiſe Fowler lays his ſnare 

To catch the poor enlighten'd Soul, Bzware; 

Q 
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And do not cloſe thy new-inlighten'd Eyes 3 

Under the Golden clew the Panther lics. 

The Eyc-intangled Creature ſtands to gazc 

Upon the lovely Panther in a maze, 

Till the deluded Beaſt doth by his ſtay 

Unwillingly become the Panther s prey. 

Juſt as you ſee ſometimes the nimble fly, 

Dancing about the flame, advance ſo nigh, 

nntil it's taken and doth burn its wings. 

Thus from it ſelf its own deſiruction (prings. 

Or like two Men, who running in a Race, 

With hopes the Golden Diadem hall grace 

The Victor's Temples, in the way doth lie 

A Golden Ball; one ot them caſts his Eye 

Upom the ſame, makes but a little ſtay 

To take it up, the other haſts away, 

And never turns afide to fix his Eyes 

On this or that, but runs and wins the prizc: 

The other he the Ball eſpies, is loth 

To let it lie : in hopes to get them both, 

He loſes both : for when he comes to try, 

Doth find the Golden Ball deceiv'd his Eye 5 

For when he thought to lay it up in tore, 

Finds it an Earthly Ball, but gilded o're. 

O ! then he grieves, but then it is too latc, 

His Eye's the cauſe of his unhappy fate. 

A tit reſemblance : for thus ſtands the caſe 

With every Soul. This mortal lite's the Race. 

A bleſſed Kingdom crowns the Victor's brow 

With endleſs glory, but whillt here —_— we 
| el 
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We're tempt by Earthly pleaſures, that's the Ball; 
Satan's the Sopiſter, who lets it fall. 
Now look about thee, Soul, thy time's at hand, 
Thine Enemies approach, nay, lo they ſtand 
Ready prepared, and reſvulv'd to try 
Both {irength and craft to get the Victory, 
Thy precious Lord is the eternal Prize, 
Mind well thy Mark, take heed of wanton Eyes, 
If Pleaſures thou, or Honours, ſhouldR eſpy, 
Stop not to gaze, run ſwift, and paſs them by3 
Take no regard unto that painted Ball, 
Which Satan, to deceive thee, has let fall. 
The Old-man's ncar (the fleſh) in a new dreſs, 
And whoſe with him? Ah! thou mayſt cas'ly guels, 
*Tis ro deceive thee he appears fo trim, 
And thou mayſt ſee the Devil phin in him. 
The pow'rs of Hell in thee will cry their sKill 
For to inſnare AfedGions, and the Wl 
Nay, Satan has got then to take his fide 3 
Thus treacherouſly thy heart they do divide. 

Thus though the Soul obtains inlightned 24 
Whilſt thicker darkneſs vaniſhes and flies, 
Yet is ſhe vex'd with ſore perplexities #F 
*Twixt two extreams and two contrary Laws, 
Judgment is led by one, Aﬀettion draws 
The other way 3 ſhe can't tell which to pleaſe ; 
She knows what's beſt, but ſtrong temptations ſeize 
Upon her ſo, that ſhe's at a great ſtand, 
This way {he goes, then to the other hand. 

Q 3 Her 
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Her faculties fall out, they diſagree, 

O look, methinks I in the Soul do fee 

Four mighty Warriours draw into the Ficld 

To try their Valour, and refuſe to yield 

Untoveach other: here's two againſt two : 

Fudgment with Conſcience are unitcd ſo, 

That Will and the 4fefions do reſolve 

The trembling Soul in Wars ſtill to involve. 

Will rouſes up, refuſes to give way, 

That his great oppoſites ſhould have the day 3 

Apollyon alſo with him doth take part, 

To hold his own, and to beguile her heart. 

They meet,they (irike,& blows exchange tor blows, 

| Darts are let fly, they with cach other cloſe. 

The conflic's tharp, *tis very hard to know 

Which will the other beat and overthrow. 

IVilPs hard put to't, nay, had lott the day quite, 

But that more Traytors join'd him in the Fight. 

Th 01d-man rouſes with rebellious fleſh, 

And theſe domeſtick Wars renew afreth, 

They tight about the Soul,would know who muſt 

Have th' beart and its affediions, Chrift, or Luſt. - 

Satap by inward motions liraight reply'd, 

My ſentence is, we'l equally divide, 

And give alike, both can't have the whole heart 3 

Chriſt take a piece, and I the other part. 

He'd have the queſtion by the Sword decided, 

Knowing the Soul lies dead whillt*tis divided. 
Thus *tis with many. Ah! look well within, 

Trdgment convinc'd may be, yet may thy fin 
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In thy affedions live, and alſo thou 

Maylt not to th* pow'r of Grace and Jeſus bow. 
Thou mayſt have light, and ſpeak as Balasm did, 
Whoſe Eyes Fehovah fo far opened, 

That he cry'd out, O happy Iſrael ? 

How goodly are the Tents where thou doſt dwell ! 
He (like to many Preachers) did commend 
God's holy ways, and wilk'd that his laſt end 
Might be like his, who righteouſly doth live, 
And his whole heart doth unto Feſws give. 

He to this purpoſe ſpake, yet ne'r-the-leſs, 
Lov'd beſt the wages of unrighteouſneſs. 

The Underſtanding may much light receive, 
And yet may not the Soul rightly believe, 
Nor be eſpous'd to Chriſt, may notrely 

On him > Sp in true ſ1mplicitie, 

But to proceed 3 with careful Eye let's view 
What follows here, what 'tis doth next enlue. 
As Combatants ſometimes a Parly beat 

After ſome ſharp Encounter, or retreat, 

And with each other do expottulate 

About their riſing, or their finking fate. 

Even ſo likewiſe do theſe ſtrong inward Foes, 
They pauſe as *twere, parly, then fall to blows. 


Old-man. 
The Old-man moves, and preſently he meets 
With the poor Soul, and thus Aﬀedion greets : 
Thou for my Int'reſt ever yet haſt been, 


And ſweet (lays he) Ah! ſweet's a boſom ſin; 
| Q3 Thou 
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Thou never yet deny'dſt to yield ſubjeRion 
Unto my will; and now, indear'd Afﬀetiion. 
Our Matter, great Apollyon, doth command 
That we unite our force, and faithful ſtand 
Againſt our Foes; thy int'relt is invaded, 
Thou ſeeſt by whom,thou knowſt who arc inraged ; 
Hold faſt thine own, ne'r let thoſe Objects go 
Thou lov't ſo dear, *twill be thy overthrow 3 

And thereby too the Soul will unawares 
Be much involv'd in more vexatious carcs 3 

And thoſe delights which thou wert wont to have, | 
Will be obſcured in the darkſom Cave 

Of black Oblivion, buried out of fight, | 

| 


Should once the Sou cloſe with this Prince of Light. | 
Not that we think thou canſi *ith* leatt approve 
Of this, whereby ſhe ſhould withdraw hcr love 
Quite from thoſe things which we eltcem ſo dear; 
For Hcart and Will ſome ways do yet adhcre 
Unto our Int'reſt; yet baſcly miſſed 

The is, ©re ſince ſhe's becn enlightened. 

We are content ſhe ſhould cry up the choice 

She thinks to make, let her in that rejoice 3 

Yet there's a ſecret we would fain reveal, 

She's blinded by her over-tervent 7cal. 

It is enough ſince ſhe has made ſuch vows 

To love him fo, as to become his Spouſe, (ſures, 
Why ſhould tne not have yct ſweet ſenſual plca- 
To pleaſe the fleſh, to whom the greateft treaſures 
Ot right belongs that ever were poſleſt ? 

How can her glory better be exprelt, 


Than 
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Than to imbrace what is fo freely given, 
Joys here below as well as bliſs in Heaven ? 
Let her not fear to ſpend her days in mirth, 
That's Heir of Heaven, and Lady of the Earth. 
This think upon, and ſecretly impart 
! 'So {weeta Meſlage to the yielding heart. 
| Aﬀedtion hears, and willingly conſented, 
And (irives with this to make the Soul contented'3 
Nay, with it too, the Soul began to cloſe, 
Until poor Conſcience did them both oppoſe, 
Aﬀettion, Will, and Conſcience talk a while 3 
Apollyon (iraight ftarts up, and with a ſmile 
Salutes them all, ſeeming as if he were 
One unconcern'd with any matters there: 
Who well obſerving how theſe three contended, 
) Beggs leave to ſpeak a word, as he pretegded, 
3 | In favourto them all, dcfiring he 
| Might at this time their Moderator be. 
At this they ſ6em'd topaule, and ſtand all mute z 
At length the Soul, bur faintly, grants his Suit ; 
The Dcvil having thus obtain'd his end, 
Salutes the Soul, Fair Virgin, I commend 
Thy happy choice, almoſt, it not quite made 3 
| Yet, it all matters were but wiſely weigh'd, 
Thou'lt find Afediion has advis'd thee right 3 
es,| And *t can't be fate ſuch Counſel new to ſlight. 
'2-| The greatefi honours oft, for want of care 
cs | In jutt tmprovements, have been madea ſnare. 
What bount'ous Heav*n & Earth affords;retuſe not; 
Be not ſo nice 3 ye *buſe the things you uſe not. 


jan Q 4 What, | 
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What, is thy Soveraign willing to receive thee 

Into Celellial Joys, yet quite bereave thee 

Ot preſent ſweetneſs? Tuſh! this cannot be 3 

He will ſure ne*r ſuch wrong do unto thee. 

Reflect not what thy former ſtate hath been, 

But what*ris now, @ Saint, more than a Qucen. 

Things preſent, and to come, nay,,all are thine 3 

Come, merry be, drinkof the chotelt Wine. 

Thine honour's grcat, and lctthy joys abound 3 

Chant to the Viol, hear the Organ found 3 

Let the melodious Lutc and Harp invite thee, 

And cach tranſcendent joy on Earth delight thee, 

A ſweet is, (What? ) a thing reproach, call'd Sin ; 

It in the boſom lies, has harbour'd bin 

By chictelt Saints: O then, do not deny 

The preſent good, that's pleaſant to the Eye. 

But it thou tearlt thou ſhouldit thy Lord offend 

Obſcrve this Rule, which I ſhall next commend: 

I et all thy words be plcaſant, ſmooth, and (weet, 

When him thou dolt in daily Duties meet, 

Seem to be chali, and Ict no Saints cſpy 

The ſmalleſt tgn ot Immoralitic. ( them, 

Be prave in ſpcech, ard lowly when thou mectli 

And call the;n thy dear Brethren, when thou grectli 

Andait thy Soveraign ſcck to have thy heart,(them. 

Let him have ſomc. yct mult the World have part. 
Cal! him thy Friend, thy Saviour, own him fo 

And to poor Saintsthou muli tome kindneſs ſhow, 

Or cle thy covctouſncſs they will eſpy, 

And thuwl be charg'd, (with wot ? ) anne. 

| wes 
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Thus mayſt thou keep his love:but when thoy go's 
Amonglt thy old acquaintance, (yet his Foes) 

| Letthem know nothing, let no ſentence tall 

| Which may diſcover this to them art ail, 

| Thus having ſpoken briefly, be thou wiſe, 

And with thy Friends, my Agents, now adviſe, 
Thus ends the Old-mzn, and 4pollyon's ſuit; 

And the poor Soul in this aſſault livod mute, 
Not well diſcerning who theſe thoughts did dart 
Into her yiclding and divided hear. 

Nor hath ſhe got that grave and good inſpe&ion 
Whet's belt to do, and where to take direion, 
But goes to th? Fleſh, with that doth ſhe conſult, 
Which quickly brings her to a (ad iclult, 

| 1 hitherto, ſaith the, have been deprelt 3 

| What ſhall I do, how may I be at reli ? 


The Fleſh, or corrpt Afﬀection, 


What's the revcrſion of a Prince's State, 
When't mult be purchas'd at fo dear a rate ? 
'Tis but arrivirg at a feeming pitch 
Of Honour, and to be conccited Rich. 
If there's no way to get this promis'd Crown, 
But to incur the world'ds vile ſcoffgnd frown, 6 
With loſs of lite, and aL ve -call:gagown 
*T would tolly be rafelrtor luoaetr: : 
For wit we hav&edt 
A rcal thing, @@PIRIC LS | 
To part with&'is mere BeleFb car. 
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But by the way,mind what our Friends propound ; 
A Medinm to enjoy them both, is found ; 
Wherefore 'tis bcli in this perplexing caſe, 

For to unite, that Counſel let's imbrace. 


Soul, 

Haſt thou forgot, or knowft thou not,mine eyes 
Have been enlight'ned ? let us hrſt adviſe 
With 7udgment, leſt this over-raſh concluſion 
Turn all our Conſultations to confuſion. 
It would be well could we (I mult confels ) 
Thoſe ſinful ſweets and preſent joys poſlels, 
Without the loſs of thoſe tranſcendant pleaſures 
That's in Fehova's uncontined Treaſures. 
But what it Judgment fays it mult not be, 
Nor Truth nor Conſcience with us will agree? 
If fo, what ſhallI do, what ſhall I chooſe ? 
Whil I {ccure one, I both may looſe. 


The fl:ſh, or corrupt Aﬀedtion's Reply. 

One word I lc bricfly drop, and ſpcax no more. 
Thou'ft put thy caſe to Conſcience heretofore 3 
And what redreſs pray had you, what didlt gain? 
Did he not gripe thee ſorely tor thy pain ? 

Wilt thou negled& fo ſweet adviceas this? 
Fudgment and Conſcience both may judg amils. 
But it thou lik*tt it, and canit be contented, 
By knawing Conſcience ſtill to be tormented 3 
Then Te be filent, and improve thy skill, 

Yet will Llove and like where I did fill, 


| | 


| 


: 


| 
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His Dalilah, that blow fo griev'd his heart, 
That Chriſt and he immediately muſt part. 
His great poſſeſſons could not give to th' poor, 
| Though he had th* promiſe of abundance more 
Treaſures above but being not content 
| | To pay that price for Heaven, away he went. 
; How loth's the Fleſh to yield, that Grace may win 
The happy Conqueſt of a Boſom-lin ? 
| How will it plead', how wittily dcbarte, 
| Excuſe, or argue, to extcnuate 
| The Crime?at length it yields,forc'd to give I 


But firſt cry 's out, O give me leave fo itay 
A year, a month, a week, at leatt one day: 
But when it ſees it cannot that obtain, 
| The loſer looks, and pleads yet once again ! 
Ah ! let my fond, my fainting, breaking heart 
{ Hug it the other time, before we part. 
Much like Rebeckab's Friends, the ficth appears; 
It parts with fin, but 'tis with floods of tears. 
Each has his Darling, his beloved fin, 
Whilſt unconverted, much delighted in. 
Give me, ſay ſome, but leave to heap up Treaſure, 
And Ile abandon all forbidden pleaſure, 
Others again there be that only prize 
| The popular applauſe of being wile, 
" | A name of being learn'd, judicious, grave, 
Able Divines, *tis this too many crave, 
| Some boaſt their natural and acquired parts, 
| Which take the cars of ſome, ſeduce the hearts 
Of 
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Of many ſimple Souls who go afitay 3 
While others are for tcafting day by day. 
There's ſome delight ig drinking choice of Wine, 
Whiltt others arc to Gaming more inclin'd, 

That fin that tinds more favour than the ref}, 
That is thy darling lin, thou knowlt it beſt, 
O ſearch thy boſom well, pry, pry within, 
Till thou tindlt out thy own beloved fin, 
That gives thee kiſſes, that's the luſt that Nays thee, | 
O that's the curſed Judas which betrays thee. 
Ah! fee how blind, how tooliſh Sinners are; 
Like to rebellious Saxl, they 1 Agag fpare, 
They cntertain this Luſt cloſc in their heart, 
And arc indecd 2s loth with it to part, 
As with a Band or Eyc 3 and therctore ſhe 
Crys out with Sampſon, O this pleaſes me. 
Ah ! I will trcely part with all the reſt, 
Might 1 but hug this Darling in my breaſt. 
Souls once convicted, quickly do begin 
To hate, dctcli, and leave all grofler fin 
Sins vitible unto the natural Eyc, 
Such which are ot the black and deepclt die, 
They are pofiett with fuch a dread and tear, 
They 1 not touch rhem, nor venture to cone near 
Theſe toul dehlements--nay, fuch tpots diſdain : 
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Then preſently conclude they'r born again, 
And ſhall be fav'd, though boſom lults remain. 
And if at any time fone beams oft light 
Diſcover ſecret Sin, or Conſcience mice, 


Or 
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Or touch the Dalilab, they then begin 
To think of making covers for ſuch fin, 
(Which in the ſecret of the boſom lies ) 
\With the fair Mantle of Infirmities. 
But if at any time the ſearching Word, 
|\Which cuts and trys like a two-edged Sword, 
'Pierces the heart, and will divide afunder 
'The ſoul and ſpirit, and &re long bring under 
» | Theſe Soul-deluding Covers, and eſpies 
* \Thoſe ſecret Lufts which in each corner lies ; 
[And doth unmask thoſe evils, and diſcloſe, 
[The Soul's hypocrifie, yea and expoſe 
[Ir's nakedneſs to view, unto its ſhame : 
Now, now the Fleſh begins to change the name 
| Of every Luſt that lies fo cloſcly hidden, 
Soul, touch not-faith the Lord, *tis Fruit forbidden. 
j0 ! ith the Fleſh, *tis pleaſant in mine eyes 3 
Yea,ſays theTempter,Soul, *twill make thee wile z 
Taſte, it is ſweet, the liberty is thine 3 
And Wiſdom is a Vertue moſt divine. > 
| And Vertue, faith the fleſh, will make thee ſhine, ) 
Chriſt he prohibits Souls from taking pleaſure 
In laying up their bags of Earthly Treaſure 3 
| | For theſe things have in them a ſecret Art, 
; To (teal away th? affeQtions of the Heart : 


Chritt tells the Soul, Our Heavenly Father knows 
What *tis we want, and ſo much he allows 
Which he ſees beſt, which we contentedly Y 
Should take from him, who will our wants fp-d 
»r | And no gocd thing from us will he deny. Ply 
ut 
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But hark ! What ſaiththe Fleſh? O Soul, ſaith ſhe, 
In this give car and harken unto me: 

*Tis not unlawful hcre to lay up Treaſure, 
Provided thou therein tak'{t no great pleaſure. 
The World thou ſceli difdains thoſe wch are poor 
And if thou'*rt Rich, thou lt bc ador'd the more, 
Nay, it thou once arrivelt at the pitch 
Of being by the World zccounted Rich, 

Thy words will far the greater influence have, 
And may'tt thereby perchance more rich ones ſave. 
Bclides all this 3 when Rich, thou mayct feed 
With thy abundance ſuch who ſuffcr need, 
And this alſo will take thee off trom care, 
Which is to ſome a molt perplexing ſnare, 
And thou tor God may'it the miore hours ſpare. 

If thou art poor, and ot lirict converſation, 
That will net be a tic Accommodation 

To draw mzn by 3 tor fone thereby are frighted, 

Who might by temporizing be invited. 
Accon:modatc thy iclt to all 3 become 
All things to all men, that thor mayſt gain ſome. 
Theſe {ubtil Covers doth the Fleſh deviſe, 

To hide tholc tins which in the boſom lies 3 
And by this cratty courle perhaps a while 
The poor unwary Soul it may beguile. 

And if Apollyan fees the Creature yield 
In this rclpect, he's Victor in the Field 
He glory's in the Conqueli he has gain'd, 


AS ef 2 Diadem he had obtain'd. 
Put 
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e, | But now, behold, here comes her former Friend» 
Chriſt's precious Love this once torecommend. 
True Miniſters arc h]led with compaſſon, 
As their long patience's worth all commendation: 
3 | The preciouſneſs now of the Soul you'l hear, 
And how things go within he will declare: 
Hel call her Conſcience to examination 5 
For Conſcience *tis mult give a full Relation 
| Ot all falſe Covers--Nay, and will reveal 
2, | Thoſe fccret Lulis the Fleſh ſeems to conceal. 


; 
! 


| Theologue. 

| Conſcience, thou knowſt, and privy art to all 
[The ſecret (irivings, and the words let fall 

To bring the Soul to join in bonds of love 

With Jeſus Chriſt, and finally remove 

Mcr heart from fin, yea from the ſmalleſt evil 3 
, JOne tin belov'd will ſend her to the Devil. 
Speak therefore now, her inward parts reveal : 
What taith hath ſhe, what love, and O what zeal, 
What indignation, care, and what defire ? 
Is the inflamed, is ſhe all on fire 
In love to him, who out of love did die, 
Her to efpouſe, and ſave Eternally ? 


Conſcience, 

She loves,(but who 2) ſhe ſighs; Sir, ſhall I peak? 
She's doubtful ill, ſhe knows not which to take. 
Some kind of love, ſome faint defires do rife 
wut |Within hcr breaſt , but then the Enemies ; 
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Immediately ſuch great difturbance cauſe, 
That ſhe's amaz'd, and put into a pauſe. - 
Although ſhe dos love Chriſt, I muſt confeſs, 
Some ſecret fin is favour'd ner'thelels. 

She wants ſome glorious Rays, her eyes are dim, 
She never yet had a truc {ight of him, 

I mult ſpeak all, een the whole truth impart 3 
Alas ! the has new Objccts in her heart. 

Her love is treach'rous, her affections burn 
Chiefly to ſelt, loves Chriſt to ſerve her turn. 
And ſuch a Legaliſi ſhe's become now, 

To her own drag ſhe blindtoldly do's vow 

To offer Incenſc in her ſceming grace 

She glory's much, nay, ſets it in the place 
Ot Jcſus Chriſt, and on that Idol pores 

This is the Object now the molt adorcs. 


Theologue. 

Wilt thou expoſe thy fc!t to ſcoff and ſhame, 
And bring a blot tor ever on thy name ? 
A Monſter (thou) in Nature wilt appear, 
To all who of thy faults and folly hcar. 
Canli be fo vile, fo impudent, and baſc ? 
Diſſoyal Soul ! how canſt thou {ill give place 
To 7eſws's Foes, and up an Idol ſet ? 
What, offer ſacrifice to thy own Net ? 
{ ffand amaz'd ! what guilt is on thy hcad ? | 
Remember that black Bill, what crimes are ſpread 
Before thinc Eycs alrcady. But, now, turther, 
[ am rocharyc thee with another Murther, 

Com- | 
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Committed on a ſpotleſs Man 3 nay, wotle, 
Thou letſi him be betrayed to the Curſe 

Ot a moſt ſhametul Death 3 nay, what exceeds, 
His hands, feet, ſides die, and his Soul fill bleeds 3 
And what is worſt of all, he is God's Son, 

On whom this bloody Tragedy was done 3 

Thy Friend (O Soul) who came down from above, 
To ſuc to thee for kindneſles and love. 

And yet doth he,whoſe blood thy hands have ſhed, 
Sue unto thee 3 nay his deep wounds do plead 

For mercy, and he's able to forgive: 

He's God as well as Man 3 dead, yet doth live. 
What Objc& is't thou haſt got in thine eye ? : 


| Dolt think the Law can help thee? make haſt,fly 3 
For *tis by that thou ſtand  condemn'd todie. 
Seek a Divorcement: ſtand*ſt.thou fill in doubt(cut 
| ?Twixt Law & Grace? ſtrange! canſt thounotftind | 
What Judgment told thee? ſure thou knowelt better; | 
It is ſevere, O! *tis a killing Letter. 
*Tis time to leave that Husband, anc 
All hopes from him, who ſeeks chi 
Chriſt has fulf]Pd it, he along 
And it thou once art his oli 
Thou wilt receive a full diJets 
Thoſe Debts,thofe De iy bi 
The Souls of thoſe, wt # 
Secks to felt-righte6nmne 
Thou canftnot (S9 —_ 
Until t ou art diy XY 
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To that, nay to Relations, though they're dear 

Muſt thou the lefſer love, and kindneſs bear, 

Thy Fathers houſe, and all, thou muſt forſake, 

It thou this happy Contra& e're doſt make, 

Yield thy whole heart to Chriſt, bend to his feet 

In pure {implicity 3 there's ground tor it ; 

For he that Iay within a Virgins Womb, 

And who was buricd in a Virgin-Tomb ; 

He that alone did lead a Virgin-Lite, 

Muſt have a chaſt and holy Virgin-Wite. 

Needſt thou more motives ſtill? what ſhall I fay, 

What ſhall I ſpeak to move thee? I will lay 

The natureof the Soul unto thy view : 

Wouldſt know its worth ? read then what dos en- 
Firſt. ( ſuc, 

*Tis capable, ſuch is its nature, State, 

On Great Jehovah's Pow'r to contemplate : 

It ſearches, prys and nicely looks about 

On Nature's framc, and finds the tormer our. 

David's amaz'd when he doth caſt his Eyc 

On all the glorious things bencath the skie 3 

He looked up and down, above, and under, 

And ſtood aſtoniſh'd, ſeeing cauſe of Wonder 3 

And then refieCting his own trame, did ſcc 

Nature's great Volume, blctt Epitome. 

Fearfully am T made : how canti tel] ? 

His Anſwer is, My Soul knows it full well. 

\Ve ſhould have known no more of Earth,or Hcav'n 

har, the brute beaſts, had not Jehavab given 

This precious Soul tous : O then be wile, 

And it ſecure as the chictelt Prize. Se- 
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Secondly. 

Nay more then this, the Scripture makes relation 
"Tis capable of glorious Inſpiration. 
There is in Man a Soul, a Spirit do's live 
And move in him, to which the Lord doth give 
By Infviration, Wiſdom, Knowledge, Fear, 
That fools know more than the Philoſopher. 
The Soul's God's Candle, a light of acceptation, 
But from himſelf muſt come its Information. 
Shall not this Candle (pray you) lighted be ? 
O let God's Spirit ( Soul) inlighten thee, 

Thirdly. 

Nay, once again, it's Nature to declare, 
*T will ſweet Impreſſions take, God's Image bear. 
It bore it once, O then, how did it thine ! 
A glorious ſhadow of him, who's Divine: 
But now *tis blurr'd, and ſoiPd by filthy dutt 
O 'tis defac'd and ſpoil'd by means ot Lutt. 
But he who ſtamp'l it there at tirlt, can make 
It once again a new Imprcſhon take : 
He can waſh off the ſail, rehne the Ore, 
And make it ſhine fairer than heretofore. 
O what a glorious thing! how rare *twill be, 
When God renews his Image once in thee? 
Loſe not the Soul, (the wax) for nought can bear 
This Image then, nor can that loſs repair. 

Fourthly. 
The SouT's a glorious Piece, wherein doth lie 
So great an Excellence, as doth out-vy 
R 3 All 
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All outward Glory : for *tis only ſhe | 
That's capable ct fo great Dignitie . 
"To be eſpouſed to the Glorious Three. 
Strange condeſcention ! an amazing thing! 
What joy and raviſhment trom hence may ſpring 
Up unto thee, when into 't thou dolt pry | 
Will the high God take ſweet complacency 
In ſuch a one? What, doth he pleaſe to chuſe 
Thee tor his dear Conſort, make thee his Spouſe ? 
May'(t thou in Chriſt's dear Arms and Boſom lie ? 
Ah! is the Soul the Jewel of his Eyc ? 
Can any joy and ſwcetnels be like this? 
Can worldly Comtforts raiſe thee to ſuch bliſs ? 
What, is thy Soul capable of ſuch Union 3 
And doth there flow from thence ſuch rare Com» 
Admitc it! is not one kiſs worth more, (munion ? | 
Than all the Riches of the Eaſtern ſhore ? 
O! loſe not then thy Soul! Ah! who would miſs 
Ot this {weet Union and Etcrnal Blifs ? 
Fifthly, 
It's nature, worth, and rarc tranſccndency, 
Appears in that great incongruity, 
Ard wczkncls ot all Creaturcs to ſufhce it 3 
Ardizom this ground great cauſe haſt thou to prize | 
Nothing but God himiclt can fſatishe (It. | 
| 1 har pxccious Soul, which in thy brealt do's lic. 
Thc Unival's too little, th? whole Creation 
Will nct appcaſc its longing cxpcctation. 
Pow veli's the Decps? how lotty thedciires 
Cf M's poor Soul, above all bounds alpires 1 


ſt | 
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It ſeeks, it prys, and viewsall kind of Treaſure, 
And ſtill it craves, its wiſhes know no meaſure. 
It walks again, it rambles, O it flies, 
And ranſacks all the ſecret Treaſuries 
Of Art and Nature, hurried, nay *tis driven 
To and tro, being reſtleſs, till to Heaven 
It caſts a look, and Feſus does eſpy, | 
And then full ſoon with greateſt joy doth cry, > 
O there's the Pearl ! I mult have him,or die. 
Thou muſt expect no peace,there's nought can ſtill 
Nor give it reſt till God himſelf do's fillit, (Cir. 
Hark to its ſighs, do not befool and cheat it, 
Nor of its wiſhings baffle and deteat it : 
For nothing but that God that made it, can 
Suffice the Soul, the precious Soul of Man. 
Sixthly, 

What thinkſt thou of that price, that price of blood 
Which Chriſt laid down? does it not cry aloud ? 
O precious is the Soul ! it coſt full dear : 
Doth not this noiſe ſound always in thine Ear ? 

Seventhly, 

Don't Satan's rage, his enmity, and wrath 
Againtt the Soul, thew torth its precious worth ? 
Take pleaſures here, and Coffers fill with Coin, 
'The Shop with Wares, & Cellars withrich Wine : 
Let him but have the Soul, he does not care, 

Take what you pleale belides, and do not ſpare. 
He rages when one Soul eſcapes his paws 3 
Ah! that's the Prize his black and bloody jaws 
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Arc open for, Theſe Demons grin, and {well 

With venom great, and Councils hold in Hell, | 

( As hath been hinted ) that by craft they may ? 

Catch the poor Soul, and this Pearl bear away, 

Thar, that's the Morſcl, that's their only prey, 
Eighthly. | 

Its bleſt Infuſion, and God's conſtant care 

For food and Ornaments which he does ſpare, 

For to adorn her on th' e{poulſal day, 

Fully declares this Truth, theretore we may 

Amarzed itand, and wondring all ways cry, 

O precious Soul! thy worth and exc'llency 

Is very great, who can it comprchend ? 

It's that which does oft-times to Chrilt aſcend 

In ſtrong dclires, and longings: O! *will pry | 

Into all places for his Company. | 

She in his fight rcjoyces, and is glad 3 

But when once gonc, ſhe ſighs, the mourns, is ſad. 

All other joy's but meer perplexity 5 

Without his love, *twill (\woun'd away, nay die, 

Nothing but Grace, Heaven's ott-ſpring, can revive | 

And nought but tighs of eſis can cnlive it. (it5 | 

Theſe things conſidered, may make thee fee | 

Its worth , nay mor®, how allo *tis with thce, 
Ninthly, 

How ſhall we prize the Soul? what rate ſhall we 
Upon her ſet ? O what againſt her weigh ? 
Come, bring the ballance, and nuw |.t us try 
What further worth or preciouticls doth lie 
In the fair Soul : *tis done, all Golden Ore 

Of both the Tndies arc ith fcales, yet more Wwe | 
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1 We ſtill do want, more Riches pray put in, 
All precious Stoncs and Pearlsz now weigh agin. * 
Alas the ballance flies, here yet wants weight, ? 
The Soul out-vies themall: Lord, here's a fight 
Th' whole world at once is in, yet 'tis too light. C 
| Add world to world, and heap ten thouſand more, 
Were there ſo many, ceuld you tnd ſuch fore, 
Yet would the Scul in worth excecd them tar, 
Nay, I might multiply, and yet not err. 
| Oh! then take heed thou doit not chatter fo, 
To get the World, and in exchange Jet go 
"This precious Soul: nor let it be thought franze, 
W hat thall a Man tor's Soul give in exchange ? 
Tenthly. 
She is Immortal, © the cannot die; 
| Though *twas not io from all Eternity, 
She was created. but in ſuch a ſtate, 
Man can't her kill; ror her annihilate, 
Her Beings fuch, h:r Lite (hall (ill remain 
| ( Althouzh the body die ) in blifs or pain. 
| Then hali thou not good ground to watch & ward 
> | With wary eye, and ſet a conttant guard 
| Upon the portals of the treach'rous heart, 
| Lett of this Jewcl thou deceived art ? 
| What Man to gain a thilling, would let go 
A Pearl ot ſuch great price and vaiue? who 
Would think that Men, accountcd grave and wile, 
For toys and trifics {hould their Souls deſpiſe ? 
Many. I fear there bz, who day by day, 
To gain a Groat, unjulily, giv t away 3 
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Whilſt others proſtitute it to their luſt: 

Nay, do by it, as by a bone or cruſt [x 

That's caſt unto the Dog tor him to knaw. ( 

This Dog's the Devil, whoſe wide ftretcht- out jaw ( 

Stand gaping for *t : his Eyes are upon all, | 

Knowing when e're they fin, they let it fall. '( 
| 
1 
| 


| 


O then take heed and it this Dog ſhould fawn, 
Or wag his Tail, let not ſo ſweet a pawn 

Of tuture Glory be contemn'd or loſt, 

Think, think from whence it came & what it coſt, 


ct 


— 


CHAP, VIL 


Chriſt's Love Epitomiz'd 3 the Old-man wounded | 
W:ll made willing : ſhewing alſo the nature of th 
Soul's Eſpouſal to Chriſt, 


all that hath bcen ſaid yet will not move thee 

To cloſe with Chritt,l once again will prove thee, 
By making of a brict or ſhort colle&ton 
Of his ſweet Love and wonderful Aﬀection 
And then I truſt thou wilt with ſacred Vows | 
Contract thy (elt to him, become his Spoulez | 
Whoſe lett hand's tull of Treaſure, in his right 
Are Honours grcat, and Pleaſures inhinite, 

A Prince (you know) diſpos'd to make Election 
Ot a Conſort, bctorc hel place Aﬀection, 
Will firſt enquire it the Virgin be 
In Perſon, Parts, Eftate, or Pedipice 


Equal 
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Equal unto himſelt : but if in cafe 
She be of low deſcent, of Parents baſe, 
Compar'd with his 3 or not fo noble born, 
w Or has debasd her felt, or is forlorn ; 
He thipks it is below him once to place, 
'Or tix his love on her, he fears diſgrace : 
 \Butit the Lady chance to equalize him, 
She's not ſo much oblig d to love or prize him 
*Yond common bounds, becauſe, faith ſhe, Iam 
{t,,) No whit inferiour unto him 3 my name 
Records the noble ttock trom whence I came, 
— But if a Prince ſhould chance to ſet his love 
Upon a perſon that has nought to move 
$0 great a Lord to make that choice, then ſhe 
d;, Amarzed, yields with all humilitie 3 
t{!| Can dono lc(s than humbly give conſent, 
Yield up her (clt with great altoniſhment ; 
But ſhe who doth reject ſuch love, is ated . 
e  Likc one bereav'd of ſenic, nay quite diliracted. 
© | Miſpguided Soul! and is not this the caſe ? 
What worth's in thee to him? O! vile, and baſe! 
| Inſtead of love, deſerveſt to be hated, 
Since from thy God thou halt degenerated, 
| And yet the bleſſed Fejus don't deſpiſe thee, 
| But trom thy loathſom dunghil tain would raiſe 
But to procced, I now will give to thee ( thee. 
Of Chriſt's ſweet Love a {hort Epitome. 
1. *Tis a fir{t-love, as ſoon as he paſt-by, 
And ſaw thce in thy blood, he calt his Eye c 
W hilt thou in that ſad gore didli weltring lie. 
al ; Nav, 
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Nay, unto thee moſt precious love he had H 
Before the fabrick of this World mas made. A 
2, It is attraCting Love, its nature's ſuch, Tl 


"Tis like the Loadſione 3 hadſi thou once a touch, D; 
*T would make thy Iron-heart with ſpeed to move, Ts 
Nay, cleave to him in bonds of pureſt Love. 
3. *Tis a free Love, there's nought at all in thee * 
Which can deſerve his tavour, yet does he A 
Not grutch thee his dear Love,although fo great, Ti 
The glorious King of Kings does oft intreat 
Thoſe Souls to his imbraces, who contemn H 
His proffer'd grace, and ſtill love thews to them. T 


4. *Tis bounding Love, like Nilus, overflows 
All banks and bounds, his Grace no limit knows. 

5. 'Tis a delighting Love, there's nought more | 
She found it ſo who waſht his precious feet. (ſweet) Y 
He tak: s delight and ſweet complacency D 
In tholc he loves, his heart affetts his Eye. N 
He reliteth in his Jove 3 and who can turn A 
His heart away, or damp thoſe flames that burn Af: 
In his dear breaſt? none ever lov'd as he, ; of 
Who for his Spouſe was nailed to the Tree.” T 


6. It is a Victor's Love 3 he'l wound and kill B 
All Enemies who do oppoſe his Will; H 
Where he lays Siege; he'l make the Soul to yield, 
By love he overcomes and wins the Field 3 Yi 
His Captive ( Soul ) thou certainly mult be: 
His love 1s ſuch, *twill have the Vidorie. 

7. It is abiding*and Eternal Love, 


*T will laſt as long as he 3 nought can remove M 
| His 
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His love from ſuch on whom he caſts his Eye, 
And for whoſe ſake alone he choſe to die. 
The love which did appear to Saints of old, 
Did graciouſly this glorious Truth untold. 
[with an everlaſting Love, faith he, 
Have ſet my heart upon ( or loved ) thee, C 


And therefore I have drawn thee unto me. 
Know he who thus doth his ſweet love commend 


To his dear Saints, loves them unto the end. 

S. *Tisa great Love, moſt powerful and firong 3 
Hence *tis he thinks each hour and minute long, 
Till he imbrace thee in his Sacred Arms, 

Where hel ſecure thee from all the harm; 
And dangers great, by Men or helliſh charms. 


, Fathers, although they love their Children dear, 


| Yet never did from them ſuch love appear. 


David lov'd Abſolom, yet gives conſent, 

Nay he himfclt decrees his baniſhmenr. 

A Mother may forget her ſucking Child, 

As ſome have done, although of nature mild, 

Yet forc d by famine, cruelly have ſhed 

Their Childrens bloud, and of their fleſh have fed :; 
But Ah! his Love's ſo tree, fo f(trong, fo great, 

He gives his bloud todrink, his fleth tor meat 
Unto the Soulz and thoſe who it receive, 

Shall never die, and none but ſuch can live. 

9. His Love is match]els, *tis without compare, 
Who neither fleſh, nor bloud, nor lite did ſpare. 
iThe love of Women, which the World cſteems 
Moli firong in ſweet affection 3 their love ſeems 

An. 
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An empty ſhadow, and not worth regard, 
When with his Sacred Love it is compar'd. 

The Husbands, Wives, and Fathers may abound, 
Yet no ſuch love as Chriſt's was ever found, 
Abraham and Iſaac both lov'd their Wives, | 
Yet neither of them facrihc'd their lives, | 
Fonathan's love to David did exceed 

The love of Women 3 *twas a Love indeed! 

But what was Fonathan's great love to this? 

Ah! leſs than nothing, when compar'd to his. 
Chriſt's love exceeds all natural Love as far | 
As bright Aurora doth the ſmalleli Star. 
But Oh ! in vain do we compare his Love 

With any thing below 3 no, *tis above 
Compariſon, 'tis {o immenic, fo great, | 
We cannot tind it out: though Man's conceit | 
Is larger than expreihon 3 though profound, 

Yet Man's conception never yet could found 

The depth of Love's untathomable bliſs, 

So great, ſo deep, 1o bottorylels it is. 

Betwixt his Love and ours, the diſproportion 

Is like one drop of Water to the Ocean. 

Or 3s the {mallett dutt that's tierccly driven, 

To the whole Globe 5 or like as Earth's to Heaven. 
The Sun tor clearncis with his ſplendent face, 
The Moon for {wittnefs in her Zodiack Race 3 
The Sands for number,and the Heaven for height 
The Seas fordepth,the ponderous carth for weight, 
Yet with morc ccrtainty,and with leſs doubt (out. 


Be weigh'd and meaſur'd, than Chriſt's love _ 
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) depth! O heigth * O breadth! O wonderous 


Of this great Love? Ouncompared firength (length 
Ot true affections ! Love that is Divine ! 


What's natural lovezLord,when compar'd to thine? 
Such a redundancy of Love is found. 

Whoever dives into theſe depths is drown'd. 

'Ten thouſand Seas, ten thouſand times told o're, 
Add to theſe Seas ten times as many more, 

Let all theſe Seas become one deep Abyſs, 

They'd all come ſhort in depth compar'd to this. 
The Moral, Natural, nor the Spiritual Man, 

With all their Underſtanding, never can 

Find out the Nature of Chritt's Love! alas, 

It doth all Knowledg .nfinitely ſurpaſs. 

'O may theſe Depths & Heigths have pow'r to move 


\On thee, till thou art {wallowed up in Love. 


That, that which cannot comprehended be 

By Men nor Angels, may comprehend thee 3 
And thou being fhIF'd with it, may'ſt ſweetly lie 
In depths of Love unto Eternitie, 

The Spir't with this let fly a piercing Dart, Y 
Which wounded dreadtully her (iubborn heart, d 
It pierc'd to th* very quick and made her ſmart. 
Now, now ſhe mourns, Ah! how ſhe weeps, ſhe 
And water runs like fountains from her Eys. (crys, 
Now her whole Soul's diſſolved into tears 
By Love-lick paſſions 3 yet ſhe's fill'd with fears, 
Leſt Chriſt ſhould now with angry frown deny 
To give her one {weet aſpect of his Eye: 


Becauſe 
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Becauſe his love ſhe had fo long retus'd, 
And wondrous patience ſhametully abus'd. 
Oh! now ſhe ſpends whole days & nights in prayer, 
She tighs and grieves, but can t fee Chritt appear. | 
The panting Hart ne'r long'd tor Water-brooks 
More than does ſhe tor ſome reviving looks 
From the great Prince, the God of Love & Grace; 
But he at preſent ſeems to hide his face, 
But ftop,my Muſc, hark how the Winds do roar, 
All ftorms i'th Soul alas) arc not yet o're. 
No fooncr did the Old-man calt his Eyes, 
And view'd this change, but in great wrath did riſc 
For to renew the Wars he joins atrcth 
With ſcatter'd torce of Will and Luſts of th' fleſh, 
To make woat lirength they can, with helliſh ſpite, | 
The Devil's with theſe conquer'd pow'rs unite, 
Arm'd with dcipair, and like ro Lamps, wch make 
The greateſt blazc at going out, they take 
Their blunt and broken Weapons in their hand, 
Reſolving Chrili in her thall not command 3 
Nor ſhe deſert their cauſe, nor break her Vows 
With Sn and Self, and ſo become Chriſt's Spoulc. 
But now, | tind in vain they do refili : 
True Grace is come, the Spzrit doth aſſiſt. 
Sin, World, the Flih, nor Devil, gan long ſtand 
Bcfore the Spirits tirong and pow'rtul hand, 
See how the Spirit now doth ſcarch about 
To tind cach Sin, and cuicd Darling out. 
Did you never behold in what dread-ſort 
The widc-mouth'd Cancn plays upon the Fort, A 
An 


[[. 


(c 


LE = 


_— — 


F 


Chap.7. The Day of God's Power, 247 


And how by whole-fail it doth batter down 
The fhatiercd walls of a beftieged Town? 
Even fo the Spirit with his powerful Sword 
Makes glorious flaughter, will no Truce afford, 


; Kills all betore him, will no Quarter give, 


Nor will he ſuflcr any Lult to live. 

The Strong-man,( Satan ) quakesz good reaſon why 
A ſtronger's come, a lironger he doth {py 

Is cntcr'd in—— O therefore he's much pain'd 3 
All, all is gone, and he himſelt is chain'd, 


| The Old-man trembling, likewiſe thinks to fly 


—— 


Into ſome lurking-corner, {ecretly 

To hide himſfelt : but th* Spirit's piercing Sight 
Diſcovers him, and now with heavenly might 
Laid on ſuch ftirokes, and gave him ſuch a wound, 
Wch with dire vengance brought himto theground: 
Now the Aﬀection's chang'd. and 1/7 doth yield, 
Being willingmade, ſays Grace ſhall have the Field: 
©) happy ſeaſon ! and thrice long'd-tor hour! 

This 15 the day of God's molt mighty Power 

Upon the Sout, But hark, methinks I hear 

Mott bittcr fighs and groans ſound in mine Ear. 
The Soul's afflicted! it is the doth mourn, 

To think what ſorrows tor her Chritt hath born. 


' She hates, nay loaths her felt to th very dult, 


And ſ:cks to mortihie cach tormer Luft, 

And ſomething more doth tiill perptex hermind, 
Hini whom the dearly loves, the cannot hud. 
Her heart I fear will quickly burli alunder, 


It any long time the ſhould be preſt under 
O This 
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This heavy weight : no griet like hers, is there: Þ ' 
Who can (alas) a wounded Spirit bear ? 
She's almoſt ſwallow'd up in deep deſpair. 
You next ſhall hear ( it you attention lend ) 
How ſhe bewails the abſence of her Friend. 
Soul. 
Ahme! I faint, my Spirits quite decay, 
And yet I cannotdie : O who can liay 
My finking Soul, whilſt I theſe ſorrows feel ? 
My feeble knees under their burden reel, 
Internal deeps, black gulphs, where horror lies, 
Open their ghalily mouths before mine Eys. 
O wretched Soul! curs'd Sin ! I might have been 
The Lamb's fair Bride, and a Celeſtial Queen, 
Had I imbrac'd my Lord, my King, my Love, 
(Who was more faithful than the Turtle Dove.) 
O hadI then receiv.d him in mine Arms, 
He would have fav'd me from eternal harms. 
But now I fear thoſe happy days are paſt, 
AndI poor wretch ſhall into Hell be caſt , 
Eound up in fetters, and eternal chains 
Of burning Wrath, and everlaſting pains. 
O ſinful Soul! I whohave lightly ſet | 
By the bleſt Prince, who would have paid my debt; 
O he that would have freely quit my ſcore, 
Ah! Now I fear I ſhall ne're ſee him more. 
Could I but once more hear his Sacred Voice, 
I would make him my joy, and only choice. ' 
But's Wooing-time I fear is out of date 3 
Now I repent, but dread it is too late. 
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I melt, Lord, into tears, whilſt thou the Sun 

Of precious Light, art hid, where ſhall I run 

For Light and comfort in this deleſom hour, 
Whil(t I lic drenched in this briniſh ſhawer ? 

More would ſhe ſpeak, but her great paſſion ſtops 
Her mournful ſpeech,whillt her eys flood-gates opes; 
Smote with deſpair 3 fo taint, ſhe ſcarce appears 
To breath or live, but by her {ighs and tears. 

A Friend amidl(t this pathon ſtraight arriy'd, 
Whoſe ſhining beams and luſtre much reviy'd 
The troub!'d Soul on every fide, that ſhe 
Cry'd out, O heavenly Spirit, it is thee, 

Who with Diviner and myſterious Art 
Did ſuch illuftrious beams of Glory dart , 
; Whichdidnot only tend to joy and peace, 
Put much inflatn'd her heart, made love increaſe 3 
And lo, before her Eys ſhe doth behold 
The Prince to ſtand, whoſe Glory to unfold 
Is *bove the reach of Man, or Seraphim 3 
And thus had ſhe a bleſſed fight of him. 
Like as the Sun breaks forth beneath a Cloud, 
Whoſe conqu'ring light caſt offeach envious ſhroud, 
And round about his beauteous beams diſplays, 
Making her Earth like Heav n with his bright rays; 
This glorious Aſpect of his lovely Eye, | 
Which ſhe through Faith beheld, did by and by 
With ſuch tranſports, or Raptures, on her ſeize, 
And from her former ſorrows gave her caſe; 
Yet could ſhe not be fully fatisty'd, 
x | Until the Marriage-knot _ tirmly ty'd. 
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A Promiſe ſhe endeavours to procure, 

To make Chriſt's Love and Pardon to her ſure, 
She to this purpoſe dots her felt addrets 

To him ſhe loves, with ſweet compokedneſs 

Of hcart and mind; tho thinking what ſhed bin, 
She's under fears, and oft dilircſt agin 3 

Much qucltioning ( for want of Faith ) how he 
Could cre forget pait wrongs and injuric, 


Sort, 

Life of my lite ! alas, Lord, what am I ? 
A wretched Creature 3 who delterves to die 
A thouſand dcaths, nay, and a thoufand more, 
For wounding thce within, without, all o're, 
In every part : O this doth make me mourn, 
Ic melts my heart to think what thou hait born 
For a vile worm. But wilt thou view the wound 
That's made in mc?Lord.l1 ain drench'd & drown'd 
In bloud, and briniſh tears, my walting breath, 
And ttghing Soul, will period foon in Death, 
Unleſs thou feal, and doit conhrm tome 
Thy Love by promiſcs O! ſhall I ſce 
Thy hand tirctch'd out ? or ſhall I hear thee (ay, 
Come, come to me. poor Soul, Ocome away ? 
"Tis thou that wilt not bruiſe the broken reed, 
Hurt not my forcs,nor cruth the wounds that bleed. 
Q Jet my chilled Scul teel the warm hres 
Ot thy ſweet Voice, that my diflolv'd defires 
May turn a foveraign Balſam, to make whole 
Thuſc weunds my tins have made in thy dcar _ 
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Ah! wilt thou let me (woun'd away and die, 
Whilſt thou ſtand looking on ? 'Lord, caſt an cye 
On me, tor whom thou on the Croſs didlt bleed z 
Some comfort, Lord, now in my greatelt need : 
No Corrofives, ſome Cordial Spir'ts, or I 

For cver periſhmuſtz Lord, hear my cry. 


eſis. 

AfMiced Soul! the purchaſe of my Bloud, 
Come, hear, come hear a conſolating Word. 
Shall 7 who have through fore Aﬀictions pat 
For lovc of thee, refuſe thee now at laſt ? 
No, nc! I cannot, Soul, I cannot bear 
Such piercing moans that wounds my tender Ear. 
Now will I magnihte ny Pow'r and riſe 
To ſcatter thy malicious Enemies 3 
Ile thee cnlighten with my glorious Rays, 
And make thee happy, happy all thy days. 
Who will betroth, or give this Soul to me? 
Let's Celebrate with great'lt Solemnity, 

And glorious Triump , the eſpouſal Day : 
Come, come, my Dear, let us no longer (tay. 


The Father, 


”Tis in my Pow'r, *tis I, I give her thee, 
As th* fruit of my own Choice, Love and Decree, 
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CHAP. VIIL 


The mutual and bleſſed Contra between Chriſt and 
| the Sinner. 


Feſws. 
IVE me thy heart then, Soul, I do betroth 
Thee unto me, that no approaching Wrath 


| Mayany ways be hurtful unto thee, 


In Rightcouſneſs I thee betroth to me, 
In Judgment alſo thou betrothed art, 

AndallI have to thee I do impart 

In faithfulneſs and tender mercy, fo 

That thou thy Lord, thy Friend, & God ſhalt know. 
T do betroth thee unto me for ever, 

And neither Death, Nor Earth.,nor Hell ſhall ſever 
Thy Soul from me. If thou wilt pay thy vows, 

I will be thine, and thou ſhalt be my Spouſe, 

T take thee now for better, and for worle: 

Give me thy hand, let's jointly both of us 

With mutual love tic the conjugal Knot, 

Which on my part ſhall never be forgot. 

My Covenant with thee is ſ{cal'd by bloud, 

Tis firmer than the Oath at Noah's Flood, 

Intp my folded Arms I now do take thee, 

And promiſe that I never will forſake rhce. 

Thy tins are caſt behind my back, and I 

Will cover each tuture intirmitic. 


The 
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Soul, 
Upon my bended knees I do this day 
Accept of thee, my Lord, my Lite, my Way, 
By whom alone poor Sinners have acceſs 
Unto the Father 3 nay, and do confeſs, 
Declare, pronounce th* fight of God, that I 
Do enter now with all ſimplidity 
Into a Contract with thee, make my Vows 
That I will be to thee a faithful Spouſe. 
O bleſſed Feſis, I'm as one undone, 
A naked, vile, loathſom and guilty one, 
unworthy far to waſh the very feet 
Of th* Servants of my Lordz O how is it 
That thou, the glorious Prince, ſhouldſt ever chuſe 
Such an unworthy Worm to be thy Spouſe : 
O what's thy Love! O Grace, beyond expreſſion, 
Doth the great God on me place his affection ? 
But fith 'tis fo, this I engage to do, 
Vle leave all for thy fake, and with thee go. 
Andin all things own thee alone as Head, 
And Husband dear, by whom I will be led, 
And in all ſtates and times will thee obey, 
W hat ever comes, unto my dying-day. 
I take thee as my Prophet, Prieſt, and King: 
And my own worthineſs in every thing 
I do renounce, and further vow that I 
Upon thy Eloud and Righteouſneſs will he 3 
On that, and that alone, will I depend 
By Faith always until my lite ſhall end, 
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I covenant with thee, and fo I take thce, 
And whatſoe'r falls out, Tlene'r torfake thee, 
But run all hazards in this dolefom day, 

And never trom thy holy ways will liray. 

All this and more I promile thali be done, 

F DBut in thy firength, Lord, in thy ſirength alone, 
* TH. Solemnity thus ended, preſent! 

The glorious Prince, the Bridegroom, catis his Evc 
Upon the Soul, and bound up all her force. 

Nay healed them, and cancell d all her ſcores; 
Bur be*ng her (clt dehil'd, the foun clpy'd 

A precious Fountain flowing, trom Is tide, 

A Fountain tor unclcannels to walh in 

In which (he barh'd, and wath d away her fin, 
Then glorioutly by him the was array*'d 

With Robcs imbroid'red, very 1ichly Jaid 

With Gold and Diamonds, that ſhe did fecm 
Like an adorned Heav*nly Scraphim. 

One Veliure vas cipcclally moſt rarc, 

Without a fcaim, much like what he did wear ; 
Tt is the W edding Robe, both clcan and whitc, 
Whoſe lulire far excecds the \ or ning-light 3 

And other g3rments allo, wiich [he wore, 
Curiouſly, wrought with Silk, and ipang] do'sc 
With ftars ot Gold. of Pearl, ot precious Stone, 
Enough to dazle all ro look upon : 

Which be” ng made up of cycry Precio!ns G ICC, 
Did cauſe a {pl r:dent Vcauty in her ace, 

That whili he did bchoid hcr, could difcry | 


” 


is Fethca's jniage clearly 1n her Eyc, 


| 
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Which did fo pleaſc him, that he now admires, 
And atter this hcr Beauty much delires, 
5) ſee the change; ſhe which was once ſo foul, 
* now become a {weet and lovely Soul. 
r beauty far cxcels what ir had been 
In arcicnt days, no mortal Eyc hath ſeen 
8, {wcet a Creature, no ſuch Virgin Queen. 
Yet all her Ecauty now's but ſpots and ſtains, 
1o what it will be when her Saviour raigns. 
O he the mclody ! Angels rejoice, 
V4 114i (he triuniphs in this mo + happy choice. 
Who would not then all Earthly Glories flight, 
To gain a minutes talc of {uch delight? 
No (ooncr did Apol'yon car his Eyes 
On what was done, but furioutly did riſe 
To damp her 1oy, or cauſi her nurth to ceaſe, 
And by tome ttratazams to ſpoil her peace, 
He firlt itirs up the Old-man's broen torce 
For toclirange her : it he can't divorce , 
Her from her Friend, yet railcs inward ftrifc, 
low tc deprive her of thoſe joz's of lite, 
W hich do abound in Lovers cvery way, 
Betwixt th' cſpouſal and the Marriage- -day. 
A thouſand tricks contriv'd before had he 
How to dclay or ſpoil th* Afanitie. 
But it he can't rob us oft inward joy, 
Our namc. or gocds, or lite he will dettroy. 
For tailing 10 the firit, he ftirs up Focs 
To lay upon hcr perſecuting L pry: 
He that will follow Chritt, mult look cac' day 
Ts havc his worldly comtorts took away. Be- 
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Beſides, the Old-mzn being not yet ſlain, 
Great troubles in her mind there roſe again. 
But her dear Friend fo faithful i Is, that he 
Will never leave her in Adverſfitie. 
And to the end her joy may more abound, 
A way by him immediately is found | 
To free her from the Old-mar's helliſh ſpite, 
He mult be crucity'd; but hr(t they cite 
Him to the Bar to hear what he can ſay, 
Why now his life ſhould not be took away. 
But Hear, bctore that's done, how the bleſt Lover 
Doth his dread threats and awful frowns _ 
Againlt the Focs of her he loves fo well, 
Whoe're they be, Men, Luſts, or Fiends of H 
He reads his grcat Commiſion, lets them kn 
He in a moment can them overthrow. 


The dread Power and awful frowns of Feſus Prince of 


Peace over bis Saints Enemaes, 


When Man tranſgreſs'd *twas I, Etcrnal I, 
Gave forth the Sentence, Thou ſhalt ſurely die. 
*Twas I that curs'd the Serpent, who remains 
Unto this day, and ſhall in lalting Chains. 

When Cain did ſhed his righteous Brother's bloud, 
I ſentenc'd Cain; *twas I that brought the Flood 
Upon the Earth. By me the World was drowned, 
Proud Babels Language was by me confoundcd. | 
I am 'Fehovah's everlalting Word, | 
Who in my hand do bcar th' ewo-cdg'd Sword. \ 
'T was 


2 


\ And do condemn the formal Hypocrite, 
s | | 
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Twas I, and only I that did Command - 
The difmal darkneſs in the Egyptians Land. 
Twas at my Word the Seas divide in twain, 
\nd made an even paſſage through the Main. * 
\t my Command Pharaoh and all his Holt 
(Were utterly within the Red-Sea loſt. 

Twas I that made Belſhazzers joints to quake, 

And all his Nobles tremble when I ſpake. 
Twas I that made the Periz Monarchs preatr, 
And threw them with the Grecians trom their Scar, 
I fay the Word, and Nations are dilireſs'd 3 
I ſpake again, and the whole World's at rcft. 

Let all Men ſtand in tcar and dread of me, 
I was the firſt, and I the laſt will be, 
All knces ſhall bow to me when I reprove, 

{And at my Voice the Mountains ſhall remove. 
The Earth ſhall be diſſolved ac my Threat, 

And Elements ſhall mclt with tervent heat. 

My Word confines the Earth, the Seas, the Wind, 
I am the great Fehovah unconhn'd. 

*Tis I divide between the joints and Marrow 3 
No place fo cloſe, no cranny is ſo narrow, 


But, like the Sun's bright beams, I enter in, 


Diſcovering to each heart, the darling Sin 

| That lodges in the Soul. *Tis I alone, 
Who by my picrcings make them tigh and groan. 
If from true ſenſe and forrow they complain, 
I graciouſly bind up thoſe wounds again. 


| *Tis 1 that fave the humble and contrite, 


My 
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My circuit's large, I coaſt the World about, 

No place, nor fecret, but I tind it out. 

All Nations of the World I rule at pleaſure, 
To my Dominion's neither bound nor meaſure. 
Theretorc dcar Soul, chear up, and do not tear, 
T'le contound all thy Foes both tar and ncar. 
And now I docommanid to bring to th Bar 
That inward Foc. O14-mz1, TI wo'nt defer 

His Tryal longer, his Indictments read, 

And he had ]-ave and 115" | to plead, 

And on his Tr.al ne duuy'd the Fact 

But ones (weirs the .: 4 rim in the ad, 
And othcr witnc(s t but io be & tet}, 

All prove him the Sou: 3 Foe, nay and the chick 
And only cauſe of all the horrid Treafon 

Acted againlt the Lord unto this ſcaf'n, 

He was deny 'd to {pealc, the Proofs ivoing clear, 
You nall theretore his tat] Scnicnci hioar : 
Come thou baſe Traytor, inpure Mats ot Sin; 
That, Villain-like, doli ſeck revenge agin 

Upon the Soul, and liriv'tt to raiſe up ttrite, 
Nay thirits again to take away hcr lite 

Hear, he ar thy Sentence, Old-mzn, thou muſt die, 
I can no pity ſhew, nor mind thy Cry : 

Thy Age! away, 'tis pity thou haſt bin 
Spared fo long, when guilty of fuch Sin. 

Soul, thou mutt fcc to bring him in ſubjeftion, 
With every<vil lutt, and vile aitcCtion, 
This heap of Sin thou mutt ſtrive to deltroy, 
That fo thou mailt all pertcct pcace enjoy: 

| Undcr 


 — 


Chap.8, Heavenly Triumph, 


Linder. the {tricef} Honds let him abide, 
Til he is lain, or throughly crucity'd. 

The 0/4-man being ſentenc'd, and confin'd, 
the Soul is counfclatcd in her mind. 


Afe on, Judgment, Wil! , do all rejoyce, 


; And atC united now £: happy choice |! 


Alt! the admires the excellence and worth 

Ot her Beloved, that fhe fers him forth, 

As one that's ravith'd in the contemplation 
Of his great Glory, and her cxaltations 

in 1his her ſacred choice : and thts fo raiſes 
Her ravitl'd fenfes, that Angelick praiſes 

She thinks too low 3 O now the doth diſcover, 
Ard not 11] now th” afteftions of a Lover, 
There's nothing now ſo tedious as delay, 
Berw1zt the *(pouſal and the Marriage-day, 

Her former joys in which ſhe much delighted, 
She treads them under. footy they are quite flighted, 
Nay altogether loathſum in her Eye, 

Compared with his ſacred Company. 

Unto the place where he appoints ro meer her, 
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Thither ſhe runs with ſpecd, there's nothing ſweetie: 


Nay there 1s nothing fweer, nothing 1s dear 
Or pleaſant to her, 1f he be not there. 

Q ! ſaich the Love-fick Soul, in ſuch a caſe 
May LI but have one kifs, one ſweet Imbrace, 

O how would it rcjoyce this heart of mine ! 

His Love 18s better than the choiſeſt Wine. 

His Name is like an Ointment poured forth, 
And no ſuch Odour e're enrich'd the Earth. 
the Eattern Gums,” Arabian Spices rare, 

Do not perfume, not fo enrich :he Air, 

fs the Ercimal and renuwned. Fame 

Ot lits molt precious and molt glorious Name ! 
Per fumes my Soul, 3t elevares My voice, 

Whilit gladnefs fills my heart : O happy choice ? 
My ſacred Fiicnd, my Life, my Lord, and” King, 
Doth me ints bis fecrer Chambers bring ; 


Al. 
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Although ten thouſand tall on either hand, 

* My Soul in ſafety evermore ſhall ſtand. 
Teil me, my Lordpetell me, my deareſt Love, 
Where thou dolt feed, whither the Flocks remove, 
A: d where they reſt an Noon in ſoultry gleams, 
Pring me into thoſc Shades, where filver itreams 
Of living Waters flow, moit calm and till, | 
There, there I'le ſhelter, there I'le drink my fll, 
"the Fountains ope, O fee 1t runs moſt clear, 
Grecn Paltures by ; a Lodg is alſo near, 
Jo hide in ſafety, and to ſaie from tear 
Of ſcorching heat « under this thade I'k reſt. 
My Love fhall lie incloſed in my brealt. 
My heat ſhall be his lodging-place for evcr, 
Nothing ſhall! me from my Beloved fever. 
"The terrors of the Nighe ſhall never harm me, 
He faves trom heat, in Froſts his love doth warm me. 
You Virgins who yet never felt the finare 
Ot Love's toul-piercing and 'heart-wounding Dart. 
If all thicſe ſacred Raptures, vou admire, 
now, Virgins, know that this Celeſtial Fire 
Thar's kindicd in my breaft, comes from above, 
And fects my Soul into this flame ot Love. 
O he that has endured ſo much pain 
To gain my Love, is Worthy to obtain 
Ten thouſand times more love than his poor Spouſe 
Is able to beſtow + yet ſhall my Vows 
3e daily paid to him, in whoſe ſweet breaſt 
My love-fick Soul thall find eternal reſt. 
Know, know I ne*r obtain'd true peace, before 
My foul calt *nchor on this facred ſhore. 
All carth:ly pleaſures are but ſeeming mirth, 
His preſence 1s a Heaven upon Earth. 
How heavy, O how bitter was the Croſs 
Once unto me? to think upon the loſs 
Of tcmporad comforts, made me to complain : 
Bit now | tind ſuch Ids are my gain. 

Ter- 
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Terreſtrial joys, as droſs re me appear ; 
My joy's in Heaven, O my treaſure's there, 
Had I all Riches of both th' 1nd:a's ſhore 
At my command, ten thouſand rimes told o're, 
My ſoul would loath them, they ſhould be abhor'd 
Being worſe chan dung, compared to my Lord. 
' O may theſe Sun-beams never ceaſe to ſhine, 
By which [ ſee that my Beloved's mine. 
He is my fleſh and bone, therefore will I 
Rejoyce the more in this Affinity, 
He is my All, my ſoul's to him unired, 
As Fonathen's to David, who delighted 
So much in him that in his greateit trouble 
Dear Fonathan did his afteRions double : 
When David was in great diltreſs and fear, 
Then did his love ah, loyalty appear, 
So when my dear Beloved is diltreſt, 
My love to him ſhall chiefly be expreſt. 

But why, ſaid I, diſtreſt > What, can my Lord, 
Who hath conſuming power in his Word, ; 
Be rouch'd by Mortals > what, can he be harm's, 
Who with all ftrength of Heaven and Earth is arm's > 
No, no; I muſt recall chat lavith ſtrain : 

No hand can touch him, he cannot ſuſtain 
The ſmalleſt injury from th” greateſt Pow'r ; 
For in a breath he can his Foes devour. 

But now, methinks, I preſently eſpy 
Upon the Earch the Apple of his Eye ; 
Which are his ſervants, nay his members dear, 
Which wicked men do oft oppreſs ; O there 
My Lord's diftreſt : tor it his Children ſmart, 
O that doth pierce and wound his tender heart, 
If cold or nakedne(s atflits their ſouls, 
He ſympatbizes, and their ſtare condoles, 
It fick they be, or it by cruel hands 

They are in Priſon caſt, .and under bands, 

' And there with _ and with thirlt oppreſt, 
He feels their grief, he is in them di!treſt. 
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What wrong ſoever they on Earth receive, 


*Tis donc to him, tor which my foul doth gricye 


To ſec th afflictions of his ſervants here ; 
This is the fruit true loyal Love does bear. 
Her ſorrows are his woes; for they alone, 
Being his members, are my fleth and bone. 
And all make but one Budy, he's the Head, 
From whence all flows, *ris he alone has ſhed 
His love abroad, in this my love-hick heart, 
Whereby I tee] when any memwoers fmarr. 
My bowels move and tender heart does blced, 
VVhich makes me for lis ſake ſupply thcir need. 
Thus for my Ciriit, and for his Children's ſakc 
I'le ſuffer any thingy ; yea T do rate 
My he, and goods, and ail imo my hand<«, 
To be diſpoſed of as he commands : 
Bur know tor certain evermore that ] 
For aid and help on him alone rely, 

Theſe pleaſant Fruits, O theſe delight rhe King 
And hereby *tis that we Co honoar- bring 
Unto his Name ; all fouls of the new bi:th. 
VVho are lincere, this precious truit bring torth, 
Let not theſe things ſeem tirange, becauſe fo few 
Do bear ſuch Fruit, bejjeve the Maxim's true, 
Thar as the Sun doth by its warm rctle&ion 
Upon the Earth, procuce a relurrection 
Ot all thoſe Seeds, which mn the Earth do lis 
Hid for a time in dark obſcurity : 
Ev'n fo the Sun of Righteouſne's doth thine 
Into this cold and barren heart of mine ; 
The precious {ecds that have been ſcartercd there 
Take root and bluſlum, nay their branches bear 
Sweet trum, bring the. product of thoſe Rays, 
VVhich that bright Sun int» my foul dijplays. 
*T15 p1ect9us and molt lovely in Jits Eyc, 
Both tor 1:s B-auty and Veracity. 
You Virgins all who ate by Love invited 


. 
4 


Into his Gaiden, where he is CEjighted 


VVith 


| 
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A 


by o 


VVith all his pleaſant Fruits, come, come and ſee, 
How choice, fair, ſweet, and beauriful they be: 

One cluſter here's preſented ro thy view, 

That thou maylt ſee, ard then believe "tis tive. 
Theſe be the Fruiis which I ſhall now expreſs, 
Love, Jovy and Peace, I ong-ſutfering, Holineſs, 
Faith, Goodneſs, Temperance, ard Charity, 

Theſe are uhe products of th* Affinity 

That's made between me and my deateſt Friend ; 
Nay, more than theſe, Eternal lite th* cnd. 

But it (through fin ) thou cant nor caſt thine Eye 
On theſe rare Fruits, then know affſwedly 

VVhen th* Vintage comes, and thou begihiſt to crave 
For one ſmal] taite, one taſte thou canſt not have. 
[The fruitful Soul it is the King will crown 

VVith th' Diadem of Glory and Renown. 

O let theſe things the Soul's affections raiſe, 

In gratcful Songs to celebrate the Praife 

Ot great Fehoyah, who is King of Kings, 

VVhoſe glorious Praiſe the heav'nly Quire ings ; 
Then Jet us ſing on Earth a Song like th:s, 

My well-belovea's mine, and 1 am hg. 


_ — — 


—— 


An Hymn of Praiſe to the Sacred Eridegroom. 


Raiſe in the Higheſt, Joy betide 

The ſacred Bridegroom, and his Bride, 
IWho doth in ſpendor ſhine: 

Let Heaven above be fil”d with Songs, 

In Earth beneath let all Mens Tongues 

fing forth bis Praiſe Divine, 


If ſullen Man refuſe to )peak, 
Let Rocks and Stones their ſilence break; 
| T 
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| , for Heaven and Earth combine 
To tie that ſacred Bridal Knot, 


O let it never be forgot, > 
the Contract is Divine, 


Toru holy Seraphims above, 
Tho do admire Feſws's Love, 
| O haſt away and come, 
IW:th Men on Earth your joys divide 
Earth ner produc'd ſo fair a Bride, 


nor Heaven a Bridegroom. 


Another. 


Tis not the gracious lofty ſtrain; 
Nor record of great Hc&tor's glory, 
Nor all the conquering mighty Train, 
IVvoſe As have If the T/orld a ſtory | 
Nor yet great Cclar's ſwelling fame, 
IVho only lookid, and overcame. 


Nor one, nor all thoſe TYorthy Nie. 
Nor Alexander's orcat Renown, 
FYoſe deeds were thought almoſt Divine, 
i/nen Vic'tries did his Temples crown ; 
But "tis the Lord, that Holy Cnc, 
Ir boſe Praiſes T will fing alone. 
y Heart and Tongze ſhall both rejoyce 
Wilt Angels all 17 Conſi rt ſing 
Alon with a m2vodinus voice 
The praiſes of fret Zio1's Ring © 


b, 


'8; 


ro the Sacred Bridegroom, 


- tis bis praiſe, that Holy One, 
T am reſolv'd to ſing alone. 
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My Heart indites whilſt T proclaim 
The Praiſes of the God of Wonder, 
My lips ſtill magnifie his Name, 
IV hoſe Voice is like a mighty Thunder: 
P'le pr aiſe his Name, and him alone, 
Is ho is the glorious Three in One, 


IW 4 feet are like to burning Braſs, 
Whoſe Eyes like to a flaming Fire, 
Who *ar ane mighty things to paſ? 
'Tis bim I dread, and do admire : _ 
Ile magnifie his Name alone, 
Ii/ho is the glorious Three in Oh: 


My Heart and Pen ſhall both expreſs, 
The Praiſes of great Juda's Lion, 
"he ſweet and fragrant Flower of ]cls, 
The holy Lamb, the King of Zion. 
To bim that fitteth on the Throne, 
Be everlaſting praiſe alone. 


IWhoſe Head is whiter than the Sn9p 
Th - ariven by the Eaſtern Wind, 
I bole i tfage like a flame doth ſmorw, 
Conf aig all. yet zncontin'd : 
For ever prais 'd bz Him alone, 
II|» is the glorious Three in Oe, 


; Ile 
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” Tile praiſe bs Name, who hath reveal 4 
WTo me bis everlaſting Love, - 

* Who with bis ſtripes my Soul hath heal'd, 
* Whoſe Foot-ſtool's here, his Throne above, 
Let Trumps of Praiſe be loudly blown, 

To magnifie his Name alone, 


This ſacred Subje@t of my Verſe, 
Though T poor ſilly Mortal ſhould 
| Negle&t bis Praiſes to rehearſe, 
" The ragged Rocks and Mountains would 
4 Make his deferred Praiſes knows, 
IJ no u the glorious Three in One. . - 


Tou twinkling Stars that Day and Nigh: 
Do your appornted Circuit run, 
Sweet Cynthia in her monthly flight, 
Alſo the bright and flaming Sun, 
Throughout the Univerſe make knorer 
The Praiſes of the Holy One. 


Let every Saint on Earth rejoyce 
Whom Chriſt hath choſen, let him ſing, 
* Whilſt I to bimlift up my Voice 
* To ſound the Praiſes of my King : 
by For Heit is, and He alone, 
þ-4 ' Hath made me his Beloved one, 


EINIS. 


There will be ſuddenly Publiſh'd another Trea 
> + tiſe of this Author's, intituled Zzon zn Diſtreſs 3 or; 
The Groans of the true Proteſtant Church, 


—— 
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